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Prefatory Note

Andreas Hanselmann (1825-1905) had his roots in the Toggenburg, a
valley belonging to the Canton St.Gallen and situated in the northeastern part of Switzerland. Born in 1825, he left his wife Susette and his
two children-a son who died early and a daughter Frieda, born 1856
in Wattwil-in 1860 and went to the United States. In those days, the
dominant textile industry in the Toggenburg was hit by an economic
crisis that led also others to emigrate, but Hanselmann offers no explanation for his departure. Being caught by the Civil War in New Orleans
shortly after his arrival, he enrolled in the Louisiana Militia and, after
the fall of that city to the Union forces, he changed sides and finished
the war fighting for the North. 1
At the war's end, he went via Panama from New York to California where he pursued different occupations. He was for a short time
a dishwasher and later a shepherd in the surroundings of Sacramento.
After 28 years spent in the United States, he went back to Switzerland in
1888 and rejoined his wife in Wattwil. He died on 20 December 1905 at
the age of 80 years and 5 months. He seems to have had some economic
success in California because in 1893 he could buy a nice two-story
house at Schomattenstrasse 13 near the center of Wattwil, and in 1895
his wife Suzette provided .a mortgage loan to a local inhabitant.
A few years before his death, Andreas Hanselmann wrote an account about his American adventures. 2 He wanted to tell his countrymen
of his experiences at a time when few news items from abroad reached
his quite remote valley. In his booklet he describes some events he had

1

James H. Hutson, The Sister Republics: The Swiss and the American Civil
War. Washington, D.C.: Library of Congress, 1991. [Footnote of Richard Blatter; his
notations are henceforth indicated with (BL)]: "In 1892 the Swiss Consul General at
Washington estimated that 6000 Swiss-born soldiers were fighting in the Union Army"
(p. 42). - For a brief survey of Swiss in the Civil War see Heinz K. Meier, Memoirs
of a Swiss Officer [Rudolf Aschmann] in the American Civil War (Bern, Switzerland:
Herbert Lang, 1972), pp. 7-20.
2
The booklet and a few other documents from Richard Blatter's great-grandfather Andreas Hanselmann have been handed down from generation to generation.
(BL). Please note that subtitles in italics have been inserted by L. Schelbert.
V
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actually experienced as well as some stories he had evidently heard
from others. Some information about events of the Civil War such as
the assassination of Abraham Lincoln or the history of the gold rush intended to give Swiss readers an overview. Meeting other Swiss seems to
have been of great importance to Andrew Hanselmann, perhaps because
he was homesick. Several stories about crimes show that this type of
news interested writers and readers already in the nineteenth century.
Richard Blatter

P.S. L. Schelbert thanks Fred Jenny, Vice President of the SAHSChapter in Switzerland, and Albert Winkler, member of the SAHS
Editorial Board for their careful and expert review of the finalized text.

vi
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Adventures in North America
According to My Own Experiences

In the year 1860 I decided to emigrate to the United States of North
America. I traveled to Basel to sign a contract with Mr. Zwilchenbart.3
Our party grew to ten people, four were from the Canton Aargau and six
from Canton St. Gallen.
Journey to America

A guide from Mr. Zwilchenbart's office escorted us via Paris to Le
Havre. When we approached the suburbs of Paris, I wanted to leave the
train at every station, but they snarled at me quite indignantly and I had
to keep quiet and was not allowed a word. After three long hours we
could finally leave the train. The guide arranged an accommodation in
a good hotel and the next day we arrived in Havre, the seaport of Paris,
where we were lodged in the "Goldenen Lowen" [Golden Lion]. The
landlady, probably a widow, had taken on the task of assigning sleeping places on the boat. She considered us as one family, and because
we were the first passengers on the boat, we got places in the middle
of the ship. Little consideration, however, was given to our civil status.
The four siblings from the canton Aargau came into one cabin, and she
divided up the six travelers from the eastern part of Switzerland as follows: Hagen and Tanner, Haberer and his sweetheart, myself and the
second lady, each couple got a cabin. When I acted a little surprised, the
woman remarked that on emigrant ships one couldn't be too particular!
3

The merchant Andreas Zwilchenbart (1786-1866), member of a 16th century
Basel family, founded the emigration firm. He also served as American consul in Basel;
see Historisch-Biographisches Lexikon der Schweiz, Vol. 7, H. Tribolet, ed. (Neuchatel
1934), 777.

1
https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10
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But then the arrangement was nevertheless changed; the two ladies got
one room and I had to share a cabin with Haberer. But before the ship
left, Haberer got seasick and died in my presence. His body was placed
on a plank, wrapped in sailcloth, entwined with a rope, and a sack of
coal was fastened to his feet. After the captain had read a prayer, the
body was pushed overboard and disappeared from our eyes in the depth
of the sea.
Because we had to wait three more days before the departure of
our ship, I had the opportunity to visit Havre more closely since I had
never seen a seaport before. Taking advantage of the low tide, I walked
on the dry sand far into the sea and had a look at mussels and other
strange shellfish on the ocean floor. When I went back to the ship, I
noticed a door4 on the front side that had numbers on both sides in descending order so that at high tide the sailors could determine how deep
the boat was in the water.
Now it was time to embark. The suitcases had been picked up on
two-wheel carts from the railway station, but were unloaded carelessly
and just thrown topsy-turvy onto the pavement, and the less solid ones
broke into pieces. One of them contained a soup pot filled with juice.
The pot broke apart and the black "mush" soiled the clothes. What nonsense to take such things along on such a long trip! I had only two suits
with me that I could carry easily. Now provisions were taken on, but
only salted meat and zwieback. During the trip water was distributed
every day. We had to cook ourselves. Before our departure, a German
fellow had bought a barrel of wine, but when he tapped it, there was
only water in it. I had bought two pounds of Swiss cheese.
When I was "stashed away" on board, the ship started to toss heavily and seasickness grabbed me right away. I still had my mouth full of
cheese, but already 'shouted' to New York, where actually I didn't want
to go, spit the cheese wholesale overboard and gave the rest to a fellow
traveler. My seasickness lasted only three days when I was again well
and chipper. We now floated on the sea and after a long trip reached
Cuba. We went on in a northwesterly direction towards the mouth of the
Mississippi. Before we landed, a small boat with three men was rowing towards us. Our ship stopped. The captain lowered a little ladder
4

Sluice gate. (BL) Perhaps the numbers were marked on both sides for the sailors
to determine how deep the boat was in water.
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over board. A police officer and a captain came on the ship. The latter
took over the command because the entry into the mouth of the Mississippi was very dangerous due to the many sandbanks, and the command
could not be entrusted to just anyone. As we came closer to land, a small
boat called pilot approached us with the police in order to learn whether
any murders, quarrels, or thefts had occurred. With us everything was
in good order and the police left.
When I arrived in the city of New Orleans, there was a slave market, yet not in the open street as earlier, but in enclosed places. There,
people were traded the same way as cattle in our region; men were sold
away from their wives, children from their mother's arms. For a young
Negro one paid up to 5000 francs, for a female slave about half, more
or less, depending on her looks. 5 I was working on a railroad 40 miles
north, and I saw daily how these poor devils were treated. One among
them was made slave driver. He had a whip with a short handle, walked
slowly behind the workers and drove them on to work. His superior
was a supervisor on horseback, armed with gun and revolver. The slave
driver had to obey him unconditionally and to carry out any order, even
if he felt sorry about it. If the supervisor arrived on horseback and saw
one of the laborers not working to his liking, he gave an order to the
negro-driver to mete out a number of lashes. How painful it must have
been to hurt one's slave brother in such a horrid way. But today, this
shameful slavery is abolished.

[My Military Service]
Serving in the Confederate Forces

I came back to New Orleans. There one talked about nothing else
but war. The northern and southern states rebelled against each other. In
the latter, Negro slaves were used in the cotton- and sugar cane plantations. The others abhorred the trade with people and worked toward the
abolition of slavery. For many years the Democrats, as the friends of
slavery called themselves, were successful in winning for one of theirs

5

The exchange rate for one dollar was then about 6 Swiss francs . (BL)
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the presidential election that took place every four years and thereby
dominated the federal government.
But when in the year 1860 Abraham Lincoln, an enemy of slavery,
was elevated to the presidency, war became unavoidable. There were
three candidates from the North, General Fremont,6 Senator Douglas,7
and Abraham Lincoln. The Southerners not only didn't want to abolish
slavery, but even to extend it. But President Buchanan and his secretary
of war [John B. Floyd] were kicked out. When President Lincoln turned
the tables and declared that slavery was to be fully abolished,8 the 13
slave states left the Union and elected their own president.9 Now war
6
Fremont, a presidential candidate, explored and mapped the trans-Mississippi
West. He also led 62 heavily armed men on a "scientific" expedition to Mexicoclaimed California and hoped to wrest it from Mexico for the United States. After gold
was discovered, he went to the goldfields and became wealthy. See Elbert B. Smith,
"Fremont, John Charles (1813-1890)," Encyclopedia of the American Civil War. A
Political, Social, and Military History. David S. Heidler and Jeanne T. Heidler, eds.
2 (Santa Barbara, California: ABC-Clio, 2000), 786-788 cited from now on as Encycl.
Am.Civil War. See also Brian McGinty, "Fremont, John Charles," in: Historical Times
Illustrated Encyclopedia of the Civil War. Patricia L. Faust, ed. (New York: Harper and
Row, 1986), 291, calls him "an explorer, a man of charm and unquestioned loyalty,
[but] Fremont in the Civil War proved to be one of the North's greatest military
embarrassments." Faust's book is henceforth cited as Hist. Times.
7
Douglas was an influential Senator from western Illinois and a rival of Abraham
Lincoln. As to slavery, he proposed the Kansas-Nebraska Act that admitted Kansas as a
slave state and thus undermined the so-called Missouri Compromise which guaranteed
that slavery would not extend north of 36° 30'. In 1852 and 1856, he was an unsuccessful
candidate for the Democratic presidential nomination and in 1860 lost the election to
Abraham Lincoln. See Robert W. Johannsen, "Douglas, Stephen Arnold (1813-1861),"
Encycl. Am Civil War 2, 613-614.
8
Although Abraham Lincoln was from personal conviction for the abolition of
the institution of slavery, he was determined to save the Union, be it with or without
slavery; see his reply to Horace Greeley's public letter of 19 August 1862 of 22 August;
a reprint of both documents in Encycl. Am. Civil War 5, 2426-2429. The Emancipation
Declaration was issued 1 January 1863. For an overview of Lincoln's career, with
bibliography, see Jean Harvey Baker, "Lincoln, Abraham (1809-1865)," Encycl. A.
Civil War 3, 1181-1192.
9
Jefferson Davis (1808-1889) a graduate of West Point, served as Secretary of
War under President Pierce and also as Senator from Mississippi; he resigned from the
Senate on 9 February 1861 and headed the Confederacy during the Civil War. After
the war he was imprisoned for two years in the Fortress Monroe in Virginia, then went
into business and published his memoirs, titled The Rise and Fall of the Confederate
Government, in 1888. See Frank E. Vandiver, "Davis, Jefferson (1807 or 1808-1889),"
Encyclopedia of the Confederacy, Richard N. Current, ed. (New York: Simon &
Schuster, 1993) 2, 448-453; henceforth cited as Encycl. Confederacy.
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was to start, but how may one start a war with some fence sticks? At that
time the whole North did not have one single military rifle, thus was not
even able to kill a dog. 10 When the southern states left the Union, the
southern secretary of war mentioned above transferred arms and 20,000
complete outfits to the South. This wasn't a great deal either to start
such a great war, but still a good start.
The newly elected southern president of the Confederacy 11 issued
a proclamation that all residents living in the South were requested and
obliged to participate actively in the war or to leave the country immediately. This was difficult for many who where bound to the place for
business reasons. What should Andreas do? Should he leave or should he
take part in the war against the North that had his sympathy as an enemy
of slavery? Now the town of New Orleans set up a military brigade 12
in order to keep order and prevent murder, theft, and arson. Like many
others who were also not of the Southern mind, I joined the brigade. We
hoped thereby to avoid being assigned to the field army and, since we
did military service, we would thus not be obliged to leave the country.
We also wanted to do something that was right and to bring honor to our
home country. Therefore I joined four other Swiss to establish a Company
of Swiss Sharp Shooters since I had been a sharp shooter in the Swiss
military.13 Now we needed to be drilled. From a company of Italians we
borrowed wooden rifles. When the Italians finished their exercises, they
gave us the wooden shooting beaters and things went quite well. There
was the advantage that we did not loose time with loading the rifle and
did not endanger our hearing! Our officers were Captain [George A.] Euler from Basel, Lieutenant Fassnacht from Freiburg, the two Corporals
Konradi from the Grisons, and Schumacher from Aargau. 14 Now we had
10
This is an untenable statement. However, it is true that neither the North nor the
South were prepared for a major war in regard to weaponry, uniforms, or leaders trained
to lead large armies.
11
Hanselmann uses the Swiss term "Sonderbundsprasident," referring to the
Separatist League of the Catholic cantons in the Swiss Civil War of 1847. (BL)
12
The European Brigade was formed in February 1862. In New Orleans there
were about "2,500 Frenchmen, 800 Spaniards, 500 Italians, 400 Germans, Dutchmen
and Scandinavians, and 500 Swiss, Belgians, Englishmen, Slavonians and Austrians."
See Jason H. Silverman, "Foreigners," Encycl. Confederacy 2, 602-604; quotation
p.603; a statistical table ibid. 602.
13
It was part of the Confederate 1st Regiment French Brigade, Louisiana Militia. (BL)
14
Confederate Louisiana Militia, 3rd Regiment, European Brigade, Garde
Fran~aise, Swiss Guard Company of Sharp Shooters. (BL)
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to patrol through the town of New Orleans, and when we discovered
something suspicious we made a detailed report. When we came back,
another patrol went on its way.
Suddenly the rumor spread that the Northerners were coming, and
it was indeed true. Admiral Faraguth [Farragut] 15 had arrived with 15
warships and 300 cannons down at the mouth of the Mississippi close
to Fort Jackson 16 behind which there is a huge forest. There is a bend
in the river. Faraguth put a small boat with one man to water who had a
flag and paddled towards the bend where, protected by bushes, he could
well see the fort.
Now the spectacle was to start. The man in the boat observed how
the bullets fell on the fort since the gunners could not see the target. But
when they got the right target by the flag signal, they fired many shots
because with 20 such "may-pipes" one could achieve quite a lot. There
was only one ship in action; if all cannons had fired, the whole state of
Louisiana including the ship Mississippi would have had to sink. The
troops in the fort were in a difficult position; they could not see the
enemy ships because of the forest, and yes, the fort was completely leveled. When the battleships moved in front of the fort about one hundred
cannons were positioned on the ramparts, it "smelled" some time more,
but the dance did not last much longer. Soon the garrison surrendered;
the white flag was set up and Admiral Faraguth was master of the place.
He ordered the commander of the fort to fall in line. Faraguth told the
men that they were now his prisoners; but if they would swear never to
use arms against the Union, he would bring them to New Orleans and
everyone could go as a free citizen to wherever he pleased. Those however who wanted to join the army of the Union could decide freely to do
so, a ship was ready soon to depart.
When in New Orleans, where the bombardment had been heard,
the capitulation of the fort became known, the commander of the town
proclaimed that all habitants were allowed to carry off all goods stored
15

See Michael Davis, "Farragut, David Glasgow (1801-1870) ," Encycl. Am. Civil
War 2, 682-685, with bibliographical references. Farragut's father was from Minorca,
Spain who had served in the Russian Navy, then moved to Charleston, South Carolina,
where he fought against the British in the War of 1812. See also "New Orleans, April
1862," in Craig L. Symonds, A Battlefield Atlas of the Civil War (Annapolis, Maryland:
The Nautical and Aviation Publishing Company, 1983), 21; map on opposite page
16
Farragut's fleet approached Fort Jackson from the south via the sea. (BL)
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on the wharf. He himself fled from the Yankees. How the citizens ran to
the place! Some smashed the bottoms of the sugar barrels and filled the
sugar in bags, some others did things more simply and the smart way,
they rolled the full barrels away, while a third group rushed to the coffee bags and the smoked meat; there was plenty of all the goods. Those
living nearby had an advantage and were quickly back at the place. It
was like at a race, everything was stolen. This was permitted or even
ordered. The empty ships were burnt, or sank in the waters of the Mississippi.
Serving the Union Forces in New Orleans
Now the first ship of the Union arrived in New Orleans. General
Butler entered with the 31 st Regiment, Massachusetts lnfantry. 17 I was
enlisted in this regiment, and from now on I was a soldier of the North. 18
On a low carriage they brought a cannon to the town that was positioned
in front of the houses where the flag of the confederates was still flying.
The flag was lowered and replaced by that of the Union. This aroused
ill feelings among the rebels, but they had to accept it. New Orleans,
Charleston and Baltimore were among the worst rebel cities. Our Swiss
Sharpshooters Company was dissolved and we were assigned to different companies. My company took quarter in a pharmacy; the two other
companies were never with the regiment, but served at the sea in Fort
Peig [Pickens] .19
Once, when I was on guard duty from 12 to 2 o'clock and just
released, a flock of screaming women and children came towards me.
Nearby was the post office with a jail in the basement. A Swiss soldier
was guarding the entrance. I joined him and said: "Peter, what are these
women and children doing here at night, and why are they screaming?"
Peter answered: "There are six prisoners here, they will be executed by
17

April 28 th /29 th 1862 (BL)
Hanselmann, Andrew, Company A 31 st Regiment Massachusetts Infantry. A.H.
served later in the following units: 59 th Regiment, Indiana lnfantry3rt1 Regiment, Veteran
Reserve Corps. (BL)
19
Hanselmann probably means Fort Pickens, a "stone and masonry fortification
of the west end of Santa Rosa Island a few yards offshore" on the Florida coast; by 1862
it was firmly in Union control. See John E. Stanchak, "Fort Pickens, Fla." Hist. Times,
276-277; also David J. Coles, "Fort Pickens," Encycl. Am. Civil War 2, 744-745.
18

https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10
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tomorrow, and these women and children might be relatives. Those men
had been taken prisoner in Fort Jackson and had sworn to the admiral
never again to take the arms against the North. But then they tried to
desert to the Confederates but were arrested by the guards, and now they
were condemned to death according to martial law. There was a night of
full moon, bright as daylight, and because I was not on duty, I had time
to observe the matter. Soon two carriages arrived, on each of them were
a priest and three coffins. The condemned persons were brought out;
they mounted the carriages and sat on the coffins. Two companies escorted the carriages, followed by the crying wives and children. It was a
heartbreaking spectacle and many soldiers who faced fire with courage
had to hold back their tears. The ride out of town took about two miles.
There the carriages stopped on the left side of an open field. The wives
and children were kept back and not allowed to enter the place of execution. The condemned stepped down and put the coffins side by side
a step apart. Then they had to sit down on the coffins, open their shirts,
and take off their headgear. Now the two priests approached. Each of
them had to take care of three of the condemned. They said a prayer that
the crowd around could not understand. In some distance were 24 riflemen under the command of a lieutenant and waited for the order "fire".
In this frightening atmosphere a sudden movement came into the crowd.
The lieutenant saw an officer on horseback with a white flag approaching the place of execution, giving the order "cock at rest". The officer
rode in front of the soldiers with rifles and explained that General Butler20 had reprieved the deserters by sentencing them to prison. As soon
as they heard the word "reprieves," they jumped from the coffins and
stamped the ground and shouted: "We don't want to be reprieved." 21
The officer replied that they had nothing to say here; other people were

20

On May 1, 1862 Admiral Farragut had transferred the command of New
Orleans to General Butler; on Butler (1818-1893) see Kathleen R. Zebley, "Butler,
Benjamin Franklin (1818-1893)" Encycl. Am. Civil War 1, 329-331. "Butler's New
Orleans tenure proved controversial" because of questionable business dealing with his
brother Andrew J. Butler, ibid. 330. See also John D. Kallmann, "Butler, Benjamin, F.,"
Faust, Hist. Times, 98-99.
21
The people of New Orleans numbering some 168,000 were "largely proConfederate", and "they greeted soldiers with jeers and wishes that yellow fever would
wipe them out;" Zebley, ibid., 330; also Brian D. McKnight, "Butler's Proclamation (15
May 1862)," ibid., 332-333.
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giving orders. The coffins were again loaded on the carts and the party
went back to town. The wives and children were astonished and also
happy when they saw their men coming back alive.

Part of Map 160 in: Atlas of American History. Revised Edition (New
York: Charles Scribner's Sons), 1984.

At once our companies got the orders "Pack up boys and get
ready!" We sailed on the Mississippi back to fort Jackson and were
there for two months. The food was good, because we got every day
fresh meat and bread, and a soldier simply can't ask for more. But
there were enemies do deal with day and night for whom even General Faragut with all his cannons was no match. Who could they be?
Gnats, so-called mosquitoes, molested us that we couldn't master. We
tried to protect ourselves by means of nets in that we set up four-meter
long sticks, put the finely woven nets over them, and carefully closed
every opening. Without them, we couldn't have slept one single minute. These nets can be bought in all the cities of the North because
mosquitoes travel far and wide; they cross all borders without paying
tolls and have a passe-partout.
https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10
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One day, when I was in New Orleans, I saw a wagon with two policemen and a prisoner between them. 22 "What had this fellow done,"
I thought, and followed the wagon. It drove toward the mint, where
money is manufactured and where there is a large court. I entered it and
saw that they brought the prisoner into the house. Soon he appeared
with an officer on the balcony of the second floor. Now I understood
what was to happen because I saw a trapdoor and above it a rope. The
man was standing on the trapdoor of the balcony. Then his hands were
tied on his back and his feet with a leather strap. In his right hand he
received a white handkerchief. Now he raised his voice and asked the
officer whether he could say some words. This the officer allowed.
He mentioned his name, his year of birth, and his home state North
Carolina. Then he told with a trembling voice that a citizen from New
Orleans had promised him a thousand dollars if he were to take down
the Union flag from the mint and, without having known or being aware
that this was such a great crime, he had taken down the flag. But this
time no savior appeared. The hangman pulled the black cap over the
delinquent's head down to his shoulders, put the rope around his neck,
and pulled the trap board from under his feet - I had to turn away.
One day we passed again New Orleans in an old vessel. Its
name was "Klepper" but I named it "mouse trap" because it hadn't
even a railing and we had to make use of every corner in order to find
a spot. I as well as some others slept on the stone coal. These were
hard mattresses! When we passed the town of Memphis in the State
of Tennessee, a ship with the name "Morning Light" came downstream towards us. There were eight horses tied to the bow. I stared
at the approaching vessel, and the closer it got, the more I was convinced that the approaching boat had no intention of turning aside.
And sure enough, the next moment it ran into the rump of our "Klepper" and all the horses were thrown onto our deck. We were sure that
the helmsman, who was a Southerner, had brought on the collision
on purpose in order to sink a ship full of "blue bellies" as we were
derisively called because of our blue uniforms. The machine was not
damaged, but the hull did suffer quite a lot. Nevertheless we could
22

Hanselmann refers to William Bruce Mumford (BL). "When gambler William
Mumford tore down the flag and dragged it through the streets, Butler hung him;" Saturday,
26 April 1862, an action considered as one of the Union Atrocities. Zebley, ibid., 330."
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soon continue and came to the small town called Blegamin [Plaquemine] which had a small harbor.
There were several boats with soldiers on board. One tried to jump
over to our boat but missed the plank and fell into the water. I quickly
lied flat on my belly, assisted by two comrades who held on to my legs
so that I would not fall in myself. The "struggling fish" grasped my
stretched out hand and we pulled him onto the deck. There he stood
dripping wet and was laughing with us. Suddenly I heard someone calling the name Blumer. This must also to be a Swiss, I thought, and went
looking for the man. What a surprise! He was from Wattwil! His father
dealt with wood and had taken for us many loads to "Alder's Bleiche",
and we had often unloaded together. There was a lot to be asked and to
be told, because we hadn't seen each other for many years and none of
us had known of the whereabouts of the other. Two Wattwilers being
on board of the same warship on the waves of the Mississippi! Blumer
served in the 175 New York Regiment. 23
The next day I couldn't have a "little boat ride" 24 anymore, but
had to tramp on foot with my military comrades to "Badanrange" [Baton Rouge]. After having cooked and eaten, the whole regiment laid
down, and all on the same mattress! It was large enough, but one had
to provide one's own pillow. I had mine always with me, because I
used my cartridge pouch, but on occasion I also had other pillows, for
example dried cow pats which I piled one upon the other until they fit,
then I covered them with my handkerchief, and on this pillow I slept
like a duke on his eider down. Yes, in war a soldier has to adapt to
all situations and to accept the comfortable as well as the uncomfortable.
We came nearer to the enemy. Already we met many wounded
soldiers. Three staff officers rode about 60 meters in front of us. We
followed in single file on a narrow footpath towards a forest. Then it
suddenly rattled and whistled around us as if a hailstorm was hitting
us. The officers quickly turned around and took good cover with us. We
were anyway very satisfied with our superiors. They took care of us as
well as they could, and also this time they did not expose us unnecessarily to the enemy shower of bullets. I know of only one case that led to a
23
24

Blumer Jacob, enlisted in 175 th Regiment, New York Infantry. (BL)
Hanselmann writes "Schifflifahren."
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ruckus. There was a general called Thudle [Tuttle]25 who was addicted
to drink and was hated by all soldiers because of his chicanery. One day
he passed a guard, who perhaps purposely had turned his back to him,
and asked about his instructions. This and that, was the answer. The
Siibelmandli [little swordman] did not accept the excuse, but right away
asked for the constable and gave the order to arrest that man until he had
learned to salute correctly. But then the tune changed.26 Very near were
the horse stables of the 90 th Illinois Cavalry Regiment and the "cavalry
boys" were just cleaning their horses. They became curious about the
matter and, when the constable wanted to lead the guardsman away,
the cavalrymen arrived armed with their revolvers and insisted that the
guardsman stay on his post. Thudle went to see the commander of the
regiment and demanded that the cavalrymen be put on war trial. The
commander said: "No way will I put these men on war trial, these are
my best soldiers, and they go through the fire for me whenever needed."
General Thudle found it advisable to let the matter rest because he more
and more realized his [tenuous] position.
Now I will talk again about Fort Port Hudson.27 Without having been
ordered, we crawled up the five-meter high slope and saw how the garrison troops had dug long and two-meter deep trenches on the shoveledup ground. At times a shot was fired, but we couldn't see anyone. Now
2,000 cotton bags were delivered. I guessed the weight of such a bag to
be about 30 pounds. Every soldier of the 31 st Regiment had to carry two
of those bags. We did not debate long how best and most comfortably to
carry them. We cut sticks in the bushes, sharpened them at both ends, and
pierced two bags each with them. We carried the bags on our shoulder,
one in front, and one in the back while the rifle dangled around the neck.
The kind reader now may imagine how strange our regiment looked with
such armament. On that day we also could get schnapps, which hadn't
been the case until today, and it was placed before us in buckets. There
must have been a reason for this. The night passed quietly. At dawn we
25
See John E. Stanchak, "Tuttle, James Madison," Hist. Times, 766-767; he
was a native of Summerfield, Ohio, rose to brigadier general; later he seems to have
"pillage[d] army federal accounts" as commander of Natchez, Tennessee, ibid.
26
Hanselmann writes: "Da aber pfiff der Vogel aus einem andem Loch."
27
May 7 to 27, 1863; Port Hudson was some 17 miles by foot and 25 miles by
boat from Baton Rouge. See Heidler and Heidler, "Port Hudson, Louisiana Campaign
(14 March-9 July 1863)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 3, 1546-1549.
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marched toward the fort. We came to soft, muddy ground. We now had to
put our bags down and make a path for our artillery with them. Suddenly
the bullets of the rebels covered us like dense hail. We pulled the bags up
again, piled them one upon the other and sought cover behind them. We
crouched behind them like earthworms. The bullets could not pierce the
bags, but some found their way between them.
This was the 24th of July.28 No one who was there will ever forget
this day. Due to heat and exhaustion, I fell asleep behind the protective
wall of cotton. Before the war there had been a forest around the fort.
At that time the garrison had felled trees crisscrossed, one on top of the
other, and it was nearly impossible to come close to the fort. Our leader
Emmeric, we were told, got the "cannon fever" and ran away. Penn,
his deputy had to suffer in his place since he caught a bullet in his leg.
Nearby was our ensign who shot with great courage at the fort. A bullet
pierced his ear. He rolled around on the ground and cried out loudly for
water. This woke me from my blackout-sleep. Then another comrade
cried and shouted at my side. "What happened to you," I asked. "I lost
my foot," he answered. I had a look, but kept my head nicely lowered, and I saw that he had received a bullet through the shoe sole, but
the foot was only grazed. I still could tell many things that this day in
July had brought. In the evening our Negro cooks cheered us up. They
brought hot coffee. Oh, how good it tasted!
Serving in Virginia
When the fort had been captured, we were dispatched to Alexandria in the State of Virginia. This was a long journey. Two hours from
there is Washington in the District of Columbia. In a narrow valley there
were 4 forts in front of us. The first was called Fort Ward, the second
Fort Elsward [Ellsworth], the third Fort Stefferson [Richardson?], the
name of the fourth one [Albany?] I don't remember at the moment.29
28

Port Hudson was surrendered 8 July 1863. (BL) Hanselmann's date might be
erroneous.
29
On the many forts built to defend the capital see Benjamin F. Cooling, Symbol,
Sword, and Shield. Defending Washington during the Civil War. 2nd revised edition.
Shippensburg, Pennsylvania: White Mane Publishing Company, 1991.Cooling, p. 38,
refers to Forts Corcoran (11 cannons), Haggerty (4 guns), Bennett (5 cannons), Ruyon
(2 cannons), Albany (11 guns), and Ellsworth (17 gun emplacements).
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These forts had been built for the protection of Washington. In this town
there were 200 million dollars; that would have been a nice loot for the
rebels. If they wanted to enter from the south, they had to pass between
two forts. Canons ready to shoot were waiting to greet them. Suddenly
we heard: "The Southerners are coming" We barricaded all the entrances with wagons and laid behind them all night long. But in vain, they did
not come.
The Southerners had chosen the town of Richmond in the state of
Virginia as their capital for the duration of the War. The Union General
Mac Clellan [McClellan]3° stood with 200,000 men before Richmond,
but couldn't take it. (I believe he didn't want to because he was a very
humane leader, and his soft heart did not allow the slaughter of so many
people). If Mac Cleland [McClellan] had conquered Richmond, there
is no doubt he would have become the next president of the United
States. After a victory at Antietam on September 17, he hadn't been aggressive enough according to the Union government and was therefore
dismissed. General3 1 Burnside was his successor. The Americans know
how to recognize their most courageous leaders. General Grant,32 who
conquered fortified Vicksburg, was made president after Lincoln's assassination.
Now we had to march to Washington, and were moved from
here by train to Baltimore that was 30 hours away. We drove through
that city. Suddenly it was very quiet, and I finally asked myself why
we couldn't leave the train if it was stopping that long. I looked out
of the window and saw that we were already far out at sea, floating
towards New York. Unnoticeably the train had moved onto a train
ferry. The following day we again embarked and sailed on the Atlantic
Ocean around Florida and via the Mississippi to the vicinity of New
Orleans.

30
See Jonathan M. Beagle, "McClellan, George Brinton (1826-1885)," Encycl.
Am. Civil War 3, 1273-1277. He is viewed as having been a poor strategist as well as
slow and hesitant in talcing the offensive.
31
See "Burnside, Ambrose Everett (1824-1881)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 1, 327328.
32
For two sketches see Richard A. Sauers, "Grant, Ulysses Simpson (18221885)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 2, 863-872; Edward G. Longacre, "Grant, Ulysses
Simpson," Hist. Times, 320.
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Back to the Louisiana Coast
There I saw a military cemetery. At every grave was a plate with
the name of the buried person. Family members came, exhumed their
father or son once they had found their grave, put them in a coffin, and
took them away.
In our company, we had a strange soldier. When we rested, he
never stayed with his comrades, but went aside. I observed that strange
chap many times. His lips moved constantly, and I thought, he might
have a family at home, was feeling homesick, and was praying. Accidentally I discovered the secret of his murmurings. We had pitched
camp besides a cemetery. In order to hide from aggressive mosquitoes
that tried to devour me, I laid down in one of the empty coffins that were
lying around, pulled the mosquito net over me and wanted to spend the
night in it. Suddenly the strange man stood at my coffin, without being
aware that I was quartered in it, staring at the ground, and murmuring
his litany. But there were no prayers flowing from his lips, but curses
and maledictions, a whole register. "You are crazy, my chap, you need
to go to Berlin [madhouse]," I thought, and many a reader might have
gotten the creeps in my position and in my coffin in which a dead soldier might have laid for several days or weeks, especially since the fellow spoke about strangling and splitting heads. I lied quietly in my tub
and thought: "If one fears not, nothing happens !"33
We stayed only a short time at this place, and then we crossed the
Mississippi and traveled by train 80 miles to Perrabesben [Brashear] .34
Here we had to be ferried over a river [Atchafalaya] that was wide and
deep and apparently had no outlet. It flowed constantly downward and
33

Hanselmann notes in Swiss German: "Filrchst er nod, so gschieht er nild."
Originally called Tiger Island located on the Atchafalaya River, the place was
incorporated in 1860 as Brashear City, named after the physician Walter Brashear who
had come from Kentucky and became a prominent landowner. In 1876, the city was
renamed Morgan City after Charles Morgan who was in the railroad and steamship
business and made the Atchafalaya Bay accessible to ocean-going ships. "Almost
surrounding Morgan City is a network of bayous, rivers, and lakes, interspersed with
fields of sugar and forests of cypress, tupelo, gum, and water oak;" see Louisiana. A
Guide to the State (New York: Hastings House, 1941), 392. The river is called Bajou
Teche, "Teche" being perhaps a transformation of the word "deutsch." On 22 June
1863 Confederate troops under the command of General Alfred Mouton ( 1829-1864)
captured Fort Brashear and its military stores.
34
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upward. At high tide, the water went backward, and at low tide the
water went downward. I often noticed that the sea influenced waters far
into the land.
Now again fatiguing and painful marches followed. We tramped
on with difficulty on a dirt road. There is no gravel here; actually, in
the whole state of Louisiana one couldn't gather a cap full of gravel or
stones. But there is soft, fat land here. Everything grows here marvelously without fertilizing the ground. The sun burnt terribly down on us
and converted the dirt road into foot-deep dust. First we were laughing
when one of us looked dustier than the other. But in time things were
too much. Dust and sweat lodged in our eyes so that we couldn't see
anymore and ran into trees. Then we were allowed to wash ourselves
and did not walk on the road anymore but through fields and woods, and
that for 15 miles.
We camped in the open. The tents that were taken along remained
tied together. Then it started to rain during the night, and we were in a
bad way. Whoever has been in the South knows how it may rain there
in buckets. Usually it soon stops, and then the sun shines even stronger
than before so that the ground is soon dry again and parched. Our large
tents were hauled behind; but the smaller ones had to be carried by two
men. Each had one half. The two halves can be tied together, and that is
very practical. When there is a rest of some hours and it is raining or the
sun is burning, they are soon set up. Then one can crawl into them like a
quadruped, sitting or lying down as one wants, bowling however one is
not able to do. In California it doesn't rain for nine month. It is no place
for umbrella makers.
On our march we reached a fort at Padersenwil35 [Patterson ville]
from which the rebels sent us unfriendly greetings. Our artillery went
ahead and began a cannonade against the fort. Already the first shot hit
the entrenchment so that the ground was thrown high up and the gar-

35
The region of today's Patterson in St. Mary Parish was settled in the early 19th
century by Pennsylvania Dutch that is settlers of German origin. First called Dutch
Settlement, Dutch Prairie or Dutch Town-Dutch meaning "deutsch" -the place was
renamed Pattersonville after John Patterson, an Indiana merchant, who had settled in the
region in 1832. It was center of a plantation district. In 1907 the city was incorporated
as Patterson. For an overview of early German arrivals in that region see John Hanno
Deiler, The Settlement of the German Coast of Louisiana and the Creoles of German
Descent (Philadelphia: Americana Germanica Press, 1909).
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rison took cover. But also from their side the artillery fire started. The
first shots went high above (which we did not mind), but then, they
came little by little terrifically close. There were not only brave ones
among us. There was a lieutenant looking for coverage in a trench behind a cornfield. Another officer saw him and shouted:" Stand up and
be ashamed. The soldiers also have to stand up and cannot hide." The
trouble and the rattle continued until the next day.
In the evening the ambulances came and took the wounded and
dead away. We crossed a deep creek and got wet from top to bottom. A
cold night followed, and we waited in a cornfield for the morning; this
time none of us was sweating and we were also standing in deep mud.
The order arrived to assault the fort. A dense thorny hedge had been
made around it. We crept under it and pulled our rifles after us. The
knees of most of us might have trembled when we reached the earthworks. We climbed slowly onto them and raised our heads cautiously.
One soldier was ahead. With one jump he was on the top and could see
into the fort. "All are gone," he shouted. The garrison had left the fort
by a secret exit. Soon we discovered the soldiers' tracks and pursued
them. They had already crossed the Red River [Bayou Teche?] and had
destroyed the bridge. Our artillery arrived and the engineers erected a
temporary bridge. We, the foot soldiers, carried the ammunition across;
the gunners pulled their cannons through the water. We worked with
great effort. We stopped the pursuit and marched far upstream on the
left bank of the river. In order to make the connection to the right bank,
intersecting bridges were established that I had never seen before. We
got a large number of wooden boxes. These contained rubber bags that
could be filled with air, so they looked like mattresses. Then they were
tied together, put into the river, and fixed with ropes on the two banks
so they could not swim away. Along this huge "air pillow," two beams
were put onto these one board after another.
The bridge was finished. An officer gave the order: "Muster!"
Soon we were ready to march in single row. The drummers beat their
drums, each in his own way; they didn't beat a march, and we were
not to move in step so that the bridge wouldn't sway. Such were the
orders. We tripped like a herd of sheep over the rubber bridge - it was
quite ridiculous. We crossed the river on this "air bridge" in good humor
without accident. The "mattresses" were pulled on land, emptied, and
packed together with the other material. One had to experience it, otherhttps://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10
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wise one wouldn't believe it. Our way went up to Franklin. 36 Here we
met our artillery and our cavalry. In order to provide us with meat for
dinner, the butchers got orders to drive together the fattest cattle from
the surrounding pastures. One company of soldiers was to assist them.
They did a good job; when we entered the camp, everything was ready
and we had meat in abundance. When we marched off in the morning,
we had to leave much behind for the vultures that are numerous here.
In this hot weather the meat would have gotten bad quickly.
In the morning at dawn the "hiking" continued. We marched a
longtime in almost unbearable heat. Finally we had a two-hour rest
in a forest. How good we felt! We could sit and lie and smoke a pipe
in the cool shade. Suddenly an officer startled us. There was a farmer
with him. He protested like a madman because a pair of his boots had
been stolen. The officer asked him whether he would recognize the
boots-thief if he would see him. " I think so," he replied, "for it had
been a drummer." So all the drummers were gathered and scrutinized.
But the boots did not show up. After this funny intermezzo the musicians wanted to play a tune, but they didn't get one single note out.
Their instruments were full of dust and they had first to be washed.
Now the drummers were ordered to play a march. They formed a circle and lustily beat the drum skins that the forest resounded. An officer
was marching along the drummers and asked one of them:
"What's the matter with your drum, it doesn't have a real
sound"? "Yes I know," he replied, "I've the boots in it that the farmer
was looking for and couldn't find." The officer broke into a laugh
and gave the drummer a pat on the back. When we cooked in the evening we took the farmer's fence and burnt the dried-out sticks to his
chagrin. Then we lied down on the "large mattress" to get our night
rest. Every day we had another bed, but always the same cover - the
heavenly vault.
When we continued marching the next day, we came to a little
town,37 where we were greeted with hundreds of white pennons and

36

At Irish Bent near Franklin a battle was fought on 14 April 1863 when some
16,000 Union soldiers faced 4,000 Confederates, both sides suffering heavy casualties;
see Broeck N. Oder, "Irish Bend/Bayou Teche (12-14 April 1863)," Encycl. Am. Civil
War 2, 1037-1038.
37
Perhaps St. Martinville, northwest of Franklin.
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flags. There was no house without a decoration and, I believe, there
wasn't any white handkerchiefleft that wasn't used as a flag. The inhabitants showed a friendly face because the majority of them who were of
German origin didn't favor the rebels. The women and children gave us
fresh water; they even had put buckets and barrels on both sides of the
street. We refreshed ourselves delightedly and thankfully bid the place
good-bye forever.
Mostly the inhabitants of the villages and farms fled from us. The
planters had left their beautiful farms, but their slaves stayed behind.
They didn't have to fear us because we were under arms for their freedom. "Master, you go to hell, we remain here for the time being," they
told the fleeing planters as a farewell and welcomed us with great joy
as their liberators. They threw their hats in the air, jumped like young
goats up and down and were nearly beside themselves. The Southerners
took us for robbers and bandits and therefore they had left with wife
and children. Actually we did have a whole regiment of convicts from
New York in our brigade. They had been told that their cells would be
opened if they participated actively in the war and, lo and behold, they
all enlisted.
Billi Wilson,38 who was also a convict, became colonel of that
regiment. Now I do not understand why these people were to be
feared. They were under such a strong command and so heavily loaded
that they wouldn't even think about stealing. They carried a cartridge
pouch full of ammunition as we did, a haversack with two or three day
rations, a cover, a tent as protection against rain and cold, and a rifle
to boot.
Finally we reached "the end of the world" on our march, that is,
we arrived at the given goal, Alexandria,39 where we got three days
of rest. Because the rebels didn't block the way anymore we took the
shortest one, came to the Mississippi and headed down to New Orleans
where we met the already mentioned General Butler.
38

Perhaps "William Wilson, 15' Brigade, Commanders: Col. 6th New York
Infantry; January 3 - February 12, 1863;" entry in Frederick H. Dyer, A Compendium of
the War of Rebellion 1 (New York: Thomas Yoseloff, Sagamore Press, 1959), 555.
39
Union forces occupied the Louisiana town Alexandria on 7 May 1863,
commanded by General Nathaniel P. Banks and Admiral Dixon Porter who had arrived
with gunboats. The events are described by John D. Winters, The Civil War in Louisiana
(Baton Rouge, Louisiana: Louisiana State University Press, 1963), 71-167.
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Back in New Orleans
The people in the government of this town were a gang of rogues.
They let it happen that everyone could print and pass out false money.
They themselves gave a bad example and put four million false banknotes in circulation. There were two clever artisans, a tailor and a
shoemaker, who also printed false notes. They even put their artisan
symbol on the paper, the one a pair of scissors, the other a shoe-last. A
commercial business issued, of course without any guarantee, 300,000
dollars of invalid bills. It would have been quite a good business if it
had continued for a longer period. General Butler, however, quickly
"put an end to this joy." He had all the false money collected, declared
it as worthless, and in one day had four million false notes burnt on
the open street. He had the members of the government apprehended
and imprisoned in the fortress Jackson. With his troops he now had full
control over New Orleans. But due to his just and impartial actions, he
was soon liked, and the people loved him like a father. His task was
huge. No other man could have kept a town of 300,000 inhabitants, who
through pressure, roguishness, and unemployment had come close to
desperation, in such good public order as he did.
How well he cared for the working class showed one of his proclamations that forbid landlords to give notice to those who couldn't
pay the rent on time or to turn them out to the street. This led to great
anger, and the cold-bloodedness, energy, and reputation of a Butler
were needed to contain the fires that were to flare up again and again.
The North didn't ship anything to the South except ammunition for the
troops, the trading centers were blocked, and traffic was totally stalled.
A pair of cotton trousers was 10 dollars, a pair of shoes 12, and a pair of
boots 30 dollars. For a pound of flour one had to pay 5 francs, matches
and soap were not available at all. Newspapers were printed on packing paper; they looked strange on such bad and rough paper made of
straw.
One day a regiment lined up in a street for an inspection. Two ladies came towards the soldiers, went up and down in front of them and
looked them insultingly in the face. They spit on the ground, mocked
and derided the soldiers with crude words such as: "You dirty, stinking
Yankees!" Understandably, the insulted soldiers got angry, but a soldier
may not assault those ladies. The adjutant informed the general about
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011
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the incident who gave the order that in the future such gallant ladies
were to be apprehended; he would write them a "perfumed" recipe that
they would remember for a while.40
Once the main resistance of the rebels was broken, the blockade
was lifted. Butler distributed food not only to the soldiers' families serving in the Northern army, but also allowed daily rations for the women
and children of the rebels, following the noble principle that one wasn't
allowed to let them perish and to punish them for what their fathers
were guilty of in their folly.
Ships landed with food and subsistence necessities of any kind.
They were unloaded in the so-called Customs House.41 It consisted of
large buildings where officers held market and served as vendors. As
soon as that opportunity became known, people arrived in droves. The
soldiers had great difficulty to keep order in the entrances of the salesrooms. They had to make use of their rifle butts. The people cried constantly: "Soldier, get me this and that." Then one ran, got it, took the
money, and immediately one had the head again full of new orders.Also
the vendors had their hands full. One dealt with the scale, the other one
was cutting off pieces, the third handed them out, the forth was writing
as much as he could. It went on like that from early morning until late in
the evening until all was sold out. On the first day I was soaked in sweat,
and I didn't wish to have every day such a busy job and to get as many
shoves.
On Civil War Events

Soon the regiment got the order to steam away from New Orleans. We sailed down the Mississippi, passed Cuba for the third time,
and moved into the open sea. We had four cannons along that were just
for defense, but not for a possible attack and, because of the lack of
artillerymen, were served by soldiers of the infantry. After six days we
came to Virginia in the Chesapeake Bay where the James River flows
out. There was a bend in which huge trees hung over because of the
40

Zebley, "Butler," Encycl. Am. Civil War 1,330 comments: "General Order 28
proclaimed that any woman who insulted federal troops would be treated 'as a woman
of the town paying her avocation,"' and she calls the order Butler's "most infamous act"
but never enforced; see also McKnight, "Butler's Proclamation," ibid., 332-333.
41
The text has "Kostiimerhaus" for Customshouse.
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undertow. Under these trees was hidden a strangely built ship in wait,
called the Monitor .42 It is an invention that to this day couldn't be copied on the whole earth. This curious ship has double armored walls. It
reaches only one foot over the water, and at high tide it becomes totally
invisible. On top there is a steel turret ten feet high that has the shape of
a hat and can be turned in any direction.
In that turret a heavy cannon is housed. In the floor of the deck
lights shaped like sugar loaves are submerged. The Monitor can be operated by a very small crew. The machine operator also serves the cannon.
The task of this ship is to guard and protect towns and forts along the
coastline. There it watches like a cat for the mouse. This eerie dragon attacks enemy ships from below and pierces the hull by its steel spikes. It
can't be hurt by enemy bullets because it moves under water and shells
are deflected by it. One day we had the chance to observe the sinister
effect of the Monitor. A southern fleet with two ironclads appeared in
the Chesapeake Bay. One was named Marimak [Merrimack], the other
Alabama. The latter was waiting as a reserve in the rear. The Merrimack
opened fire and the bombardment began. Now the Monitor came like a
tiger out of hiding and ran with vehemence toward the Merrimack. The
steel spike shot a hole into the belly of the enemy ironclad so that a man
could have easily passed through it, and also the cannon did its job. The
enemies hadn't foreseen this attack. The Merrimack sank immediately
and the Alabama took off. Our artillerymen shot busily at the rest of the
escaping fleet, and we had the pleasure to observe the bullets jumping
on the water.43
Because there was no immediate danger, they didn't need us little
"shot-butchers"44 anymore. We were dismissed from there and led to
Port Hudson. One evening, when we were on guard duty and leaned on
a fence, a farmer came toward us and said that if we spared his cattle
and farm, he would bring us a good dinner. We promised not to do him
42

The ironclad warship Monitor was designed by the Swedish American inventor
and engineer John Ericsson (1803-1889). It had a revolving turret with two mounted
cannons and participated at the battle of Hampton Roads. See Gene A. Smith, "Monitor.
Union ironclad" and "Monitor versus Virginia," Encycl. Am. Civil War 3, 1346-1347
and 1348-1349.
43
Must be "a story heard," because the Hampton Road Na val Action of 8-9 March
1862 took place before the fall of New Orleans on 25 April 1862. The Monitor fought
there the Confederate ironclad CSS Virginia. (BL)
44
Hanselmann writes "Kugelmetzger."
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any harm under this condition, kept our word, and so did he. The meal
was excellent. For a long time we hadn't had a meal prepared by a
woman's hand. This was no "soldiers' fare."
When I was on guard duty at midnight, thinking about nothing or
perhaps about the meal mentioned before, I suddenly saw a tremendous
red shine in the sky in the direction of the Mississippi River and heard
a heavy thud as if a dozen of guns had been fired together. "What the
hell is again the matter here," I thought. The following day brought the
answer. At Port Hudson Admiral Farragut had sailed by with three ships
on the Mississippi. Thus the rebels shot fireballs from the fort against
the ships. One such bullet hit the powder magazine and the ship exploded. Farragut escaped unharmed.
There were 20 generals in our army and one marshal. The latter got his instructions how to lead the army from the government in
Washington. If the result of a battle did not fulfill expectations, the marshal was recalled and replaced by another. This happened several times.
Now General Grant was made the army's top commander. At that time
he was laying siege to the town of Vicksburg in the state of Mississippi .45 He was more stouthearted than his predecessor and he wrote to the
government that his actions were hindered if he had to stick to their
rules; but if he had a free hand, he would take Vicksburg within a month
and thus win the key to the southern states. And that happened- the
government trusted him and he justified its trust brilliantly because
after 14 days Vicksburg was conquered. The whole country was jubilant! Now the Mississippi was free from New Orleans up to Minnesota
and the Confederate army was split into two. When the rebel general
Gartner learned about the capture of Vicksburg, he surrendered the fort
Port Hudson right away that we had besieged in vain for over a year.
"Mush is unfortunately no soup."

45

When Ulysses S. Grant had driven Confederate forces into the defensive lines
around Vicksburg, two attacks were repulsed in which Union forces suffered heavy
casualties; Grant then decided to besiege the city on 25 May. Exhausted supplies forced
the garrison to surrender on 4 July 1863. When on 9 July also the defenders of Port
Hudson surrendered, Union forces had gained full control of the Mississippi River. See
John E. Stanchak, "First Vicksburg Campaign, First (Overland Vicksburg Campaign),
16 October-20 December 1862" and ""Vicksburg Campaign, Second, 1 April-4 July
1863," Hist. Times, 781-785; also Stanley S. McGowen, "Vicksburg Campaign (MayJuly 1863)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 4, 2021-2027.

https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10

30

et al.: Full Issue
November 2011 SAHS Review

24

In Saint Louis General Freymant [Fremont] was active and General
Sigel in the countryside who was feared by the Confederates like fire. In
the year 1849, when the people of the Duchy of Baden chased away their
duke, this Sigel had fled over the Rhine with 10,000 men into Switzerland.
Their horses were auctioned off at different places. Some refugees came
also into the Toggenburg. In Switzerland the refugees were received as
friendly neighbors and well treated. Three officers came on perky horses to
Wattwil, but then emigrated soon to the United States. One of them was Sigel, another Struve47 and the third Brentano.48 I've been told that with these
officers from Baden also an anarchist named Most came to New York,49 but
because of his incendiary speeches there he got immediateIy free room and
board, that is, he was imprisoned. Yet he was clever; he only misbehaved in
such a way that the Americans never could put him in jail for more than a
year.
46

46 Born in Sinsheim in Baden, Germany, Franz Sigel was a leader of the
revolutionary forces during 1848-1849. After the uprising failed, he fled to Switzerland,
then to the United States and was in New York City "a tobacconist, surveyor, teacher,
and musician." In 1861, he rallied Germans to the Union side, was commissioned
colonel of the 3rd Missouri Infantry and in 1862 promoted to major general. His military
success in the war was mixed. See Robert D. Hoffsummer, "Sigel, Franz," Hist. Times,
688 where he calls him an "odd combination of ineptitude and ability; see also Stephen
D. Engle, "Franz Sigel (1824-1902)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 4, 1787-1788 . Engle
wrote the biography Yankee Dutchman: The Life of Franz Sigel. Fayetteville, Arkansas:
University of Arkansas Press, 1993.
47
Gustav von Struve ( 1805-1870) was also a leader of the Baden uprising, fled to
Switzerland, then to the United States. He served from1861 to 1862 in the Union Army,
but in 1863 returned to Baden. See Deutsche Biographische Enzyklopi:idie 9 (Mtinchen:
K. G. Saur, 1998), 600.
48
Lorenz Brentano ( 1813-1891) was in 1849 head of the provisional revolutionary
government of Baden. He fled to Switzerland, then to the United States; in 1876 he was
a member of Congress. He was a successful editor of the Illinois Staatszeitung and
from 1872-1876 served as American consul in Dresden. See Georg F. Sperl "Lorenz
Peter Karl (Brentano)," Neue Deutsche Biographie 2 (Berlin: Duncker & Humblot,
1955), 595-596. For an overview of the 1848 German revolutionaries in the United
States see Carl F. Wittke, The Forty-Eighters in America (Philadelphia: University of
Pennsylvania Press, 1952), and Adolf E. Zucker, ed. The Forty-Eighters. Refugees of
Revolution (New York: Columbia University Press, 1950), especially Ella Lonn, "The
Forty-Eighters in the Civil War," 182-220.
49
Johann Most (1846-1906), an anarchist-socialist agitator, went to New York
in 1882 where he continued his agitation and was editor of the Freiheit; he died on
tour in Cincinnati, Ohio; see Helen S. Woodbury, "Most, Johann Joseph," Dictionary
of American Biography 13 (New York: Scribner's Sons, 1934, 282); she empathically
sketches Most's difficult youth; see also Horst-Peter Schulz, "Most, Johann," Neue
Deutsche Biographie 18, 218-219. Both entries cite relevant secondary sources.
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President Lincoln's Assassination
Our regiment was ordered to Albany, a big city in the state of New
York, and there we were housed in barracks. We already had enjoyed
there some easy days when terrible news moved through America: "Lincoln has been murdered in a theater in Washington." An actor called
Wilkes Booth,50 who was a member of a widely ramified plot, reaching
up to Jefferson Davis, the president of the Confederacy. He murdered
Abraham Lincoln on 14 March 1865 with a shot and cried after the
deed: "The South is revenged!" 51 Booth was hanged with some of his
accomplices. The presidency of North America was taken over by Vice
President Johnson.
Lincoln's body was displayed in all larger towns. At the end of the
voyage of several weeks his body was laid out in the Capitol in Albany.
Our regiment52 had the honor to be on guard duty at the Capitol. There
was a large courtyard with a high fence and a double entrance. Some
fifty thousand people had gathered at the government building to view
the body. People went through the entrances in big crowds. In quick
steps they mounted the two stairs one after the other, went around the
coffin, and then down again to the courtyard and the street.
There the people pushed so hard that the women cried: "For heavens sake, help us, we are being crushed!" Also weaker men suffered.
The children fared better; they were picked up by strong arms, passed
forward up to the fence, and lifted by soldiers over it. The ladies also
climbed over the fence. But this was difficult because given their skirts
they got mostly caught by the spikes and we gallant soldiers had the
honor and pleasure to free those floundering ladies caught by the spikes
and catch them in our arms. One woman was jammed to the fencepost in
such a way that soldiers had to rescue her. Her outer clothes were fully
tom. She lost consciousness and had to be carried away. On the ground

50

Mark E. Neeley, Jr., "Booth, John Wilkes," Encycl.of the Confederacy 1, 194195. Booth was the son of an English immigrant and born in Maryland. Slavery was
in his view "one of the greatest blessings (both for themselves [the slaves] and us)"
bestowed by "God ... upon a favored nation;" quoted ibid. 195.
51
For a survey of events see Steven Fisher, "Lincoln Assassination (14 April
1865)," Encycl. Am. Civil War 3, 1192-1196. A detailed study is William Hanchett, The
Lincoln Murder Conspiracies (Urbana, Illinois: University of Illinois Press, 1983).
52 rd
3 Regiment Veteran Reserve Corps. (BL)
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were parasols, arm rings, clothes, purses, and other items aplenty. We
picked up the stuff, threw it into a comer, and a soldier had to guard it.
Now I come back to Abraham Lincoln's death. It was Good Friday. Many high officers were visiting the president. To honor them, he
had arranged a show at the theater. The citizens were annoyed about it
because of the special holy day. Wilkes Booth was an actor, but on that
evening he didn't perform. In the theater Lincoln was sitting between
his wife and his daughter. Booth came on his horse, tied the animal to a
post, and entered the auditorium. When he had located his victim, he did
as if he wanted to pass behind him; then he aimed his gun at the back of
Lincoln's head and a dull bang resounded in the hall. The people turned
their heads and wondered what that was. Even his wife and his daughter
still hadn't noticed what had happened, because Lincoln was still sitting
in an upright position. But when he fell forward, they guessed the terrible. In the meantime the murderer had fled, but stumbled on the stairs
and broke his leg. He could nevertheless jump on his horse and leave
town.
The City Council of Washington quickly offered a reward of
100,000 dollars for the capture of the offender. Had it been known that
the fellow had broken a leg, the reward would certainly not have been
so high. Booth had ridden far into the countryside and hid in a stable.
But his accident betrayed him. He had to ask for a physician. There was
a huge manhunt, partly out of revenge, partly for the many nice dollars.
More than one regiment was searching to find his hiding place. Finally
his whereabouts were discovered. No soldier was allowed to enter the
stable, the officer wouldn't allow it; he didn't want that soldiers would
be killed. Booth ignored the order to come out. The decision was quickly made. The stable was set on fire. Now he got nevertheless too warm
and appeared, and what then happened to him, has been told already.
Thus also his leg was cured the fastest way!
At this time also a gang was discovered that wanted to poison Lincoln. There were four persons, a physician, a Mrs. Schmat [Surratt], her
son, and yet another citizen.53 By betrayal they were handed over to the
53
Hanselmann probably refers to Dr. Samuel Mudd (1833-1883), Mary Surratt
(1820 or 1823-1865), a boardinghouse owner in Washington, her son John H. Surratt
Jr. (1844-1916), active in espionage for the Confederacy, and possibly David Herold, a
co-conspirator. S. Mudd was acquitted, Mary Surratt hanged on 7 July 1865, while her
son fled to Rome, then to Egypt, but was captured and tried; (continued on next page)
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court which found them guilty and condemned them to be hanged. The
son could flee and went to Rome where he enlisted in the papal troops.
His whereabouts became known and Washington demanded his extradition. But the clever chap escaped a second time and fled to Egypt. The
nemesis reached him however there also, and he was finally brought
back to America. I don't know exactly what they did with him, but I
think that they condemned him to life imprisonment.
I remember yet another story that happened in the State of Georgia. The Southerners had captured 15,000 men from our army and
locked them up in a concentration camp. Around it a high fence had
been built. Many guard posts stood on the outside. The poor prisoners
were in a most hopeless condition. Morally low from long war service,
wrapped in ragged clothes and badly nourished, they endured a miserable life. Their bed was a cow pasture, their blanket the sky. That way
they were kept as prisoners for weeks. No wonder that many of them
died after long suffering like the children in the concentration camps of
the Transvaal of unhappy memory. The captain who held the command
over the prisoners was captured by the Northerners, and because of the
scandalous conditions and events he was court-martialed. When questioned how he could tolerate such inhuman treatment of brave soldiers,
he exonerated himself by stating that he had to obey and execute the orders of the Southern President Jefferson Davis as he was told. The court
didn't share his view; the court didn't rack its brains about the matter
and without ado condemned the captain to be hanged. I do not want to
mention neither his name nor his hometown. These lines might easily
find their way to his family and this could open old wounds that I don't
want to do. 54
he was freed after a mistrial. Mary Surratt, a convert to Catholicism, was probably
innocent, convicted by a military court "by association and circumstantial evidence;"
see John E. Stanchak, "Surratt, Mary Elizabeth Jenkins," Hist. Times, 735. See for a
recent study of events Edward Steers, Jr. ed. The Trial: The Assassination of President
Lincoln and the Trial of the Conspirators (Lexington, Kentucky: University Press of
Kentucky, 2003).
54
Hanselmann refers to Henry Wirz of Zurich, Switzerland; see M. Philip Lucas,
"Wirz, Henry (1823-1865) Encycl. Am. Civil War, 4, 2138-2139; also Peggy Robbins,
"Heinrich Hartmann Wirz (1823-1865) ," Hist. Times, 83 7. Wirz was appointed by the
General John Henry Winder ( 1800-1865) in charge of Confederate prisons as commander
of Andersonville in March 1864; he served for some eleven months toward the end of
the war. Wirz was arrested on 7 May, imprisoned in Washington, tried for murder, and
hanged on 10 November 1865. The contrversial trial, showed (continued on next page)
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Here is still another example of American justice. There was an
engineer in Sacramento (capital of California) who was employed as
a machinist by a railway company. He lived in discord with his wife.
They divorced. But a short time later they remarried. But the peace that
they hoped for did not happen, and one day, when they quarreled again,
the wife took a gun and killed her husband. How did the court punish
her? She got a seven-year jail sentence, and that was all. In the opposite
case, the man would certainly have been hanged.
About the Civil War, in which I participated from A to Z, and in
which the Southerners were fully beaten, I wrote only a small part, but
for my old gray head it might be enough that I have remembered that
much. And when I think I have finished with my war stories, another
one comes to mind. When we were stationed at the Mississippi, Indians made predatory inroads into the neighboring states.55 They murdered the people and burned their dwellings, drove the cattle away, and
dragged young women with them. There was in the same region a small
town called New Ulm. 56 The inhabitants of the surroundings fled from
according to Robbins "many procedural irregularities and flagrant perjury on the murder
charges." She claims that "During his three-month trial witnesses swore that they had
seen Wirz 'strike, kick, and shoot prisoners in August 1864,' at a time during which the
commandant was absent from the prison on sick leave." Since General Winder had died,
foreign-born Wirz was a next target of Northern revenge. He rejected being reprieved
if he would implicate Jefferson Davis in murder charges: "Jefferson Davis had no
connection with me as to what was done at Andersonville," he declared. Conditions there
had indeed been terrible; the Confederate States faced a lack of foodstuffs, medicines,
and supplies because of Northern blockades and of devastations of farms and towns.
Jiirg Weibel, Captain Wirz. Eine Chronik. Ein dokumentarischer Roman (Bern: Hans
Erpf), 1991, is a valuable, part documentary, part fictional account. The last page of the
book shows the grave plate in Washington: "Captain Henry Wirz, C.S .N Confederate
Hero Martyr/ Died November 10, 1865"; a monument was erected to honor Wirz in
Andersonville.
55
Hanselmann's account reflects the attitude of his times and also of historians;
see for example the entries in E.B. Long and Barbara Long, The Civil War Day by
Day. An Almanac 1861-1865 (Garden City, New York: Doubleday, 1971, 252 and 253).
Indigenous peoples defending their homelands were characterized as ruthlessly violent.
-Hanselmann's story is probably a fantasy passed around among soldiers.
56
When Minnesota became a State of the Union, the Dakota were not only
robbed of half of their lands supposedly guaranteed by treaty forever, but also faced
non-payment of annuities, further encroachments by white settlers, ill treatment by
government agents, and food shortages that led to famine conditions. On 23 August
1862, they struck to stop the white advance, to ensure treaty obligations by the white
government, and to remedy their desperate food situation. New (continued on next page)
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the Indians and searched shelter in New Ulm. There was also a fellow
from Wattwil was there, Werner Bosch, a brother of the late town mayor
Bosch. He had worked in a mill not far from there. (Some years ago
he was here on visit). Of what did the inhabitants of New Ulm think!!
They dug up earthworks, got fir trees, cut them to the length of a cannon
muzzle and painted them black. Then they stuck them in the earthworks
as if they were real guns. The Indians believed that this were real guns
and kept far away. Thus the Indians were fooled. One can achieve ends
even with wooden cannons! A telegram was sent to the military command, and soon a regiment of soldiers arrived and took care of the worried people. The Indians had already withdrawn into their territories.
They had spies by the way.
In the spring of 1864 one hit followed the other, and the Union Party
achieved victory after victory. The rest of the Confederate army under
General Johnson laid down their weapons in Raleigh in the presence of
General Sherman. The defeat of the South was herewith decided and the
war had ended after four years. The number of casualties it claimed was
tremendous. The Southerners lost 200,000, the North 325,000 men. 57
The debt of the latter had risen to three billion dollars. On 3 January
Ulm had been built on Dakota lands in the summer of 1855. As so often, then and now,
the defending indigenous peoples were accused of primary violence against "innocent"
settlers. On the events see Gary Clayton Anderson, Little Crow, Spokesman for the Sioux
(St. Paul, Minnesota: Minnesota Historical Society Press, 1986); and Gary Clayton
Anderson and Alan R. Woolworth,eds. Through Dakota Eyes: Narrative Accounts of the
Minnesota Indian War of 1862 (St. Paul, Minnesota: Minnesota Historical Society Press,
1988). An instructive experiential account is Sarah F. Wakefield, Six Weeks in the Sioux
Teepees. A Narrative of Indian Captivity. Edited, Annotated and with an Introduction
[pp. 3-42] by June Namias, (Norman, Oklahoma; University of Oklahoma Press, 2002).
In the bloody struggle, some 500 whites were killed and 269 captives taken; the number
of casualties of the Dakota is not known. Of the 303 condemned to death, 39 Dakota
warriors were executed; the surviving people were forced on land on which the "Indians
cannot raise anything" (Wakefield, 126). Sioux, though widely used, seems to have been
a negative name for the Lakota, Dakota, and Nakota people. Each group was subdivided
into smaller units. Among the Dakota, the subgroups Mdewakanton and Wahpekute
were mainly involved in the struggle of the New Ulm region.
57
About 1.5 million men actually enlisted for "three years or the duration of
the war" in the Northern armies; 630,000 of them were casualties, and 360,000 were
killed in action or died of disease. Some 1.2 million men fought for the Confederacy of
whom 340,00 became casualties and 250,000 were killed in action or died of disease;
for these estimates see Alexander M. Bielakowski, "Casualties," Encycl. Am. Civil War,
1, 373-374. He defines casualty as "a loss of a man due to injury, sickness, captivity, or
desertion" (373).
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the Congress proclaimed the abolition of slavery in the whole territory
of the Union. This decree was to be followed by the equal standing of
white and colored in all political rights. But when eleven states refused
to sanction these principles, Congress refused to recognize them as fully
members of the Union and on March 16 they were excluded from political representation. The eleven recalcitrant states were put under the
dictatorship of military governors and a special Union administration,
and all inhabitants of the Union were granted full citizenship, regardless
of the color of their skin and the hitherto given slave status. Imagine
how the slaves were jubilant when they heard that message and might
have thrown their hats into the air! In the year 1868 some of the above
mentioned States recognized the new political rules and were admitted
as fully entitled members to the Union. Virginia, Mississippi, Texas,
and Georgia remained stubborn until1870. 58
Oh how glad we were to put away the military uniform and weapons after the successful conclusion of the war! We had the satisfaction
in our hearts of having done a good work for humanity. But not all could
enjoy this achievement. Many were shot to death or perished some other
way and were soon forgotten. And those who came home as a cripples,
and are still alive, they also have a souvenir, but of what kind ...
My Trip to California

Now that the war was finished, I had to look for a job. I decided
to go first to New York. I didn't take along the many and large mattresses on which I had rested during four years, nor could the "guards"
that used to jump in the grass follow me, and they probably have not
escaped their certain death. So I came to New York. It was twelve at
night. We could leave the boat only the next morning because all inns
were closed. Thus I headed to town in the early morning hours and saw
a sign that read "Die 3 Bundesbrtider" [The Three League Brothers] .59
58
The events of "Reconstruction," as the post-Civil War era from 1865 to 1877 is
called, are featured in many works, among them the Encyclopedia of the Reconstruction
Era, 2 vols. Richard Zuczek, ed. (Westport, Connecticut: Greenwood Press, 2006). The
"Introduction" xxxi-xlvii offers a valuable overview, esp. the section "Reconstruction
Historiography," xxxiii-xxxvi.
59
It refers to the legendary oath first mentioned in the White Book of Sarnen
dating from 1470. Three men named Werner Stauffacher of Canton (continued on next page)
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I thought this must be a Swiss inn and entered. I was very hungry because yesterday we hadn't gotten any supper.
The Journey
During the morning a ship with immigrants arrived. There were
many Tyroleans on board. They also stopped at this inn. One of the
Tyroleans asked me what kind oflandsman I was. I am Swiss, I replied.
He remarked that they had also a Swiss chap on board, but that he was
crying almost all the time because he was homesick. I asked him where
the fellow was lodging. Here, at the same place as we do, but he has left
for a walk and will be back for lunch. And sure enough, at noon hearrived and had a pointed cap on his head. I went to meet him and asked
him about his origin and name. "My name is Frischknecht and I am
from Schonengrund," he said. "In that case we are neighbors," I replied,
"my name is Hanselmann and I am from Wattwil, but a citizen of Sennwald." One thing led to another. He told me that he planned to travel to
California to his cousin, who owned numerous cattle, to work there as a
cheese maker. That suited me very much since I also wanted to go west
together with two Swiss countrymen from Illinois. But we had to wait
three more days before the ship left. One thing I noticed about the man
from [Canton] Appenzell-he was always wearing a pointed cap. When
I asked him about it, he answered, that on the boat the wind had blown
away his hat. This was indeed a good reason to wear a cap.
After lunch we went for a walk. Close to our inn, I told Frischknecht:
"Look, here is a hat shop, come, I want to buy you one." I had two reasons for this. On the one hand I thought that he had no money to replace
his lost hat, and on the other I wanted to prevent that New York's ragamuffins made fun of him. If my good-natured fellow from Appenzell
with his pointed cap had stood around in the streets and had also made
a sad face, soon a bunch of wild ragamuffins would have surrounded
him, shouting: "Look, look here, what a greenhorn!" What is one then
to do? If one would but touch a hair of one of them, the police would
Schwyz, Walter Fiirst of Uri, and Arnold of Melchthal of Nidwalden supposedly had
met on a meadow called the Riltli on Lake Lucerne and solemnly sworn to fight for the
liberation from imperial domination. For a brief discussion of the issues see for instance
Jonathan Steinberg, Why Switzerland. Second edition (Cambridge, England: Cambridge
University Press, 1996, 14-16).
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be right there and arrest the "greenhorn." If one wants to avoid bumps
on the head and doesn't want dirty clothes, the best thing to do is not
to give those street boys any reason for taunts, or to let them do their
thing and to ignore them. I saw once how they were chasing a man.
I got enraged, and at home there would have been some slaps in the
face, but it seemed better to go one's way. I am myself a citizen of the
United States, but in this regard I cannot praise the Americans because
they don't better control the street boys and let them bum around like
young dogs in the streets and accost the foreigners. What did now my
Frischknecht do? He didn't let me buy him a hat, but said that he still
had his Sunday hat in his baggage; he got it right away and put it on.
After three long days we could sail and after two weeks we landed in Aspinwall. This is a town opposite to Panama, in the southwest
of the Caribbean Sea and already belongs to South America. The ship
could not sail any further. From this part of the ocean they wanted
to build the Panama Canal.60 One-third was already completed when
I was still in America. If a ship wants to sail directly to California,
it has to make its way all around South America and it reaches San
Francisco only after four to five months. Once the canal is finished,
the voyage will take only 14 days from Panama.
When we arrived in Aspinwall and the ship was unloaded, a Negro approached me and asked whether I had some money to change.
He would pay according to the exchange rate in gold and deduct only
six percent. Although I was a bit distrustful, I gave him nevertheless a
one hundred dollar bill, and he paid me honestly. (When in 1861 war
had broken out, only paper money was put in circulation. The smallest note was 50¢. But California didn't have any paper money. There,
wages were paid in gold or silver. California is 1,000 hours away from
New York. That state didn't send troops for the war. They needed their
60

The 51-mile-long Panama Canal, began by a French company in 1881 without
success, was taken over by the United States in 1903, began in 1904, completed in
1914, and operated until 1979, then jointly until the end of 1999 when Panama gained
complete control. It shortened a ship's voyage to the Pacific by 8,000 nautical miles.
61
As throughout his account, Hanselmann echoes the inversion of historical fact.
The white newcomers were the aggressors and the indigenous people fighting for their
very existence. See James Rawls, Indians of California. The Changing Image (Norman,
Oklahoma: Oklahoma University Press, 1984). His chapter titled "Extermination"
describes the extent of their annihilation by killing "hunts" of miners, ranchers, and
volunteer militias (p.171).
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troops to keep the Indians in check. 61 ) Soon the Negro came back to
me. To my surprise he had pointed caps on his arm and asked me to
buy one. I had a look at these strange things and said to myself (in
Swiss German): "I wonder where they make them and where they are
coming from." The Negro noticed that I looked at his merchandise
with unbelief and showed me one of his caps. Now I saw that they
were neither hand- nor machine-made. He explained to me that here
on the isthmus these caps grow on trees. 62 Out of curiosity I wanted
to buy one, but the price seemed too high to me since I was to pay a
quarter dollar. Nevertheless they are strong and can wear them a long
time.
There is a 46-mile-long railroad from Aspinwall to Panama.63
When we were seated in the railway car, the same Negro came to us
and offered brandy for sale. Each ofus bought a bottle because we were
told that it was an excellent means against Panama fever. And when
we received credible assurance that as many workers had died from
Panama fever as there were sills under the tracks from Aspinwall 64 to
Pap.ama, we had a good reason to provide us properly with 'firewater.'
When we had traveled a stretch, I wanted to try my schnaps. But I put
the bottle quickly down again; the black lad had filled it with water.
Also the other three travel companions had been cheated the same way
by the Negro.
We came to Panama. Our boat bound for California was ready in
the shipyard. Very nearby was a high wall, and behind it the city, but
we couldn't see the houses, however. We asked the captain whether we
had enough time to go into town before our departure. "You would have
enough time, but I can't allow it," he said, "because in the town the
fever is grandly raging." Thus we had no desire anymore to see Panama
and were happy to leave soon. The sailors had still much work to do.
They covered the whole ship with canvas in order to keep the sunrays
out a bit. But even under the cover the heat was almost unbearable be62
According to the Random House Dictionary, 2nd edition, the "Panama hat" is
"made of finely plaited young leaves of the jipijapa, a palmlike plant of Central and
South America."
63
The Panama railroad was financed by the United States and began operating in
1855
64
Manzanillo, renamed Aspinwall in honor of William Henry Aspinwall, the
originator of the railroad. (BL)
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cause Panama is less than ten degrees north of the equator. The more we
headed north, the more the heat diminished.
After two days we reached the port of Acapulco in the State of
Mexico. Small commercial boats rowed towards us. Then their occupants called out their refreshments. They had little baskets with them.
If someone ordered something, they threw a rope on board, tied the
basket filled with the order to it, and we could then pull it up. After
that we put the money into the basket, then lowered it by the rope back
into the little boat. How the grocers checked that they were getting the
right amount! But they were right, as everywhere in the world there
are dishonest people also in the region of the equator. Early in the
morning of the next day our ship continued its journey along the west
coast of the state of Mexico. Here I saw flying fish for the first time.
Sometimes one could observe whole swarms, how they flew up in one
sweep from the sea and went down in fast flight so that no birds of
prey could catch them. I estimated that these flying cocks (that is their
real name) to be about 30 centimeters long and having a weight of one
and a half pound.
One day on board we were leaning against the railing and looked
down into the water. We saw a bluish monster close to the boat swimming through the foaming salt water. It was a whale. He was almost as
long as our boat and swam for quite some time in the same direction. We
observed the blue monster with great curiosity. His tail fin is horizontal,
is his only means of defense, and with it he can destroy a small boat
and its crew with one single stroke. We enjoyed it especially when he
spewed water into the air and when the sun made the falling streams of
water look silvery.
Whale hunting is any way a risky business, especially high up
in the North where ships get fully iced up and despite great care one
may easily slip and fall into the water. I have talked with several whale
hunters, among them also a Swiss. When they get ready for a voyage,
healthy and strong men are being hired. Wages are calculated after the
return and depend on the prey. Once killed, the whales are cut up, the
grease is boiled to train oil, the meat is sold as lard, and the whalebones
are offered for sale at the highest possible price The whole catch is
turned into money and all of it will be distributed among the hunting
crew. I guess that it will be as in all other places - the lion's share will
go to the entrepreneur.
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Encounters in San Francisco
After a fortnight we had reached California and our ship proudly entered the port of San Francisco. Many hotel-keepers had their
omnibuses at the docks. They ferried their guests back and forth
without charge. But I first want to tell how this is all done. If a ship
arrives, the hotel boys with their carriages are already there. They have
to line up like a company of soldiers during an inspection. There is a
policeman in front of the line. If one of the men tries to push forward,
the policeman raises his stick and shouts: "Stop there!" The passengers
walk alongside the drivers, and these call out the name of their hotels.
There is-a noise like in a Jewish school. Some go with this, others with
that one. The porters lead their people to the carriage and when most
of the crowd has gone the policeman leaves the place. Only now the
real 'sheep market' begins. The drivers snatch the passengers from each
other, bring them to their hotels, and have a good laugh.
When we arrived in San Francisco, it was already late in the
evening. We drove in an omnibus to the "Hotel Chicago". The cook
had already gone to bed, and therefore the waiter prepared the meal
for us. In good Swiss fashion we wanted to have a glass of wine
and unhurriedly chat for a while. But the waiter was done since he
had to get up first the next morning. I could stay in the hotel, but
the other three had to stay outside. I got up early the next morning and wanted to know how my fellow travelers had slept. When
I went over, the fellow from Appenzell was already waiting at the
hotel door. He showed me his purse and said: "I have changed some
money, what kind of coins are these?" "These are English shillings,"
I replied, "How much have you paid for them?" "So and so much."
Right, my good Frischknecht had been taken and had paid double the
amount! This happens often. When young people emigrate, they are
told: "Don't trust anyone", and they follow that lesson so promptly
that they don't even trust a fellow Swiss and thus are being cheated
by foreigners. I knew English money, but he hadn't told me one word
that he wanted to change money. Ten years later I met Frischknecht
again. Later on, when I returned to Switzerland I wanted to meet
his parents in Schonengrund, but I couldn't give them the regards
of their son. I was told that they had moved, and nobody wanted to
know where they had gone.
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Another of the three companions named Walker I had to meet in
a way that I neither expected nor whished. In the year 1876 I drove a
flock of sheep from Sacramento into the wilderness and met an Indian.
He told me that close to the path a cart unattended by a driver had been
standing there for two days already, totally alone. I went there to see
what was the matter. We unharnessed the horses and let them graze.
When I looked around further, we saw a dead man lying on the ground.
Having a closer look, I recognized him as my friend Walker. We first
suspected that he had been murdered. Closer examination confirmed,
however, that he hadn't suffered a violent death. He was probably looking for land and had suffered a stroke.
My dear readers might probably like to know what I did in California. I became a shepherd, but not from the very first day. It happened
like this: When I went west after the war years, I was already so much
an American that I didn't reject any work if only thereby I earned some
money. At first I worked with Mr. Sturzenegger from St. Gallen in the
"Schweizerhof' of San Francisco-as a dishwasher. I washed plates and
coffee cups, rinsed glasses, cleaned knives and forks, cleaned tables,
and I did any kind of such tasks done by a maid. I earned five francs a
day, and I am wondering if many a reader thinks that in that case she too
would want to wash dishes.
Later I became a second waiter and served guests. The first night
already in the "Schweizerhof," I had it bad, or actually had it good.
I was sleeping alone in a room. When I woke up during the night, I
heard a strange noise beside my bed. I had the feeling that someone was
searching through my clothes. I held my breath and listened. Yes, by
the devil, something was going on. I got up and started to make noise.
There, someone was jumping away from my bed and running through
the door. I made light and checked whether I had still my purse. All
pockets empty! Now I searched with my lamp all around and under the
bed. There was my opened purse. Believing it to be empty, I was so mad
that I didn't even want to pick it up. But then I saw that the small middle
pocket was still closed. I opened it and found my money of about 100
francs in gold pieces. "He is still an apprentice as a thief," I said in a low
voice to myself, locked the door and lied down again. I didn't mind at
all that I was missing the few coins since I still had my beloved golden
little birds.
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011

43

Swiss American Historical Society Review, Vol. 47 [2011], No. 3, Art. 10
Adventures in North America According to My Own Experiences
37

Becoming a Sheepherder
I soon got tired of hotel life. With a Swiss named Peter I traveled
to Sacramento to find work. There we read in a newspaper that a joblisting office had two shepherd positions .65 We went there, but before
we got the address, we had to pay two dollars each. When we came to
the farm, we were told, there was no need for any workers. We were
dejected and thought about our dollars. Peter went in front of me, and I
followed him. A man came after us. His name was Liet, and he told me
with a low voice that I could stay, but that he didn't need both of us. I
went with Peter back to town and picked up my two dollars. Eight day
later I started work and I kept my job for over three years. At the beginning I didn't like it all because the other shepherds were lazybones and
thought that I should do all the work while they stayed at the hut. When
I told this to Liet, he sent them away. He gave me a wage of five francs
a day and later made me a gift of 400 excellent sheep. Also food and
lodging were very good.
Sometimes I went to San Francisco. Soon I had to deal with butchers and wool merchants. Once I went there to pay the state tax. When I
arrived, I strolled towards the "Schweizerhof." I was still standing on
the pavement and checked out the alleys when someone was shouting
from the inn: "Hey, what are you looking around for so long, come on
in, and I pay you a drink." I turned to look and saw Mr. Stahl, a Swiss.
"I've heard you have become a shepherd now." And he continued: "I
have a brother in Oregon who sends me many sheep; but tell me now,
what is the value of a sheep?" "Well, this depends on the breed, whether they are young or old, recently sheered or with wool, etc. Recently
sheered rougher sheep at the moment are valued at about 17 francs, unsheered ones cost some francs more. A full blood Merino costs easily
65

Sheep were introduced into present-day New Mexico in 1598. When the Civil
War cut off the supply of Southern cotton to New England textile factories, they adjusted
their machines to producing woolen goods that led to a vast increase in sheep ranching.
In 1860 there were about 22.2 million sheep in the United States, by 1900 some 61.5
million. During the 1880s sheep ranching had become a kind of get-rich-quick scheme
in the West and on the Great Plains; see W. Eugen Hollon, "Sheep Ranching," The New
Encyclopedia of the West, Howard R. Lamar, ed. (New Haven: Yale University Press,
1998), 1040-1042; also Paul H. Carson, "Sheep and Sheep Ranching," Encyclopedia of
the American West. Charles Phillips and Alan Axelrod, eds. 4 (New York: Macmillan
Reference USA, 1996, 1451-1454), both with bibliographical references.
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60 dollars (300 francs). In the average they provide 17 to 18 pounds of
wool, the more common sheep have only about 7 pound of wool. Then
I told my friend Stahl how I fared when I wanted to buy sheep from a
widow. She owned a small herd of a better breed. I went there in the
evening at nightfall. She asked me to stay for the night. I readied my
bed in the stable. In the morning the herd was driven into the enclosure.
I knew from experience that the older animals are without teeth and just
worth the butcher's price and that they are also gentler than the younger
ones and always want to be in front; I wanted to examine their set of
teeth. But the old woman got very angry. My, how she hollered! I had
to take the sheep the way they left the enclosure, piece by piece, she
insisted, there was no sorting out. But in this case I didn't fall into the
trap. "Sure, I believe you," said Stahl, "you and those women, you take
each other's measure; but let's have another drink, and in the evening
we go to a theater."
I liked the idea because an occasional change also belongs to sheep
herding. In the evening we went to the theater. There was a large corridor
in the center of the auditorium; on the right hand in the background was
the scenery, on the left hand side a buffet. In the middle of the corridor
was a big dog. Because I like dogs, I tried to embrace it with both my
arms. The animal sprung in one jump into my face, I thought to see the
fire in Holland, and felt as if my head was rolling down my back. The
beast didn't bite me, but the welcome frightened me such that my legs
were trembling. A glass of beer gave me back my strength. In the theater
they played a piece about Indians. On the scene two women and some
children appeared. The settlers were attacked by the wild Indians. The
chief gave the order to kill them. When the redskins attacked the peaceful family, the women and children started screaming, the white men
armed with spears and sticks jumped from all directions onto the Indians and knocked them down. At the end a bunch of dead and wounded
bodies was lying on the scene.66
After having again spent some pleasant hours in town, I returned
to my sheep that in the meantime had been guarded by my helpers and
my dogs. We drove them often far away into the wilderness, where the
grass grew high, but where we often met wild people. Our herd counted
about 5,000 to 6,000 heads. One day we crossed a slope. At noon it was
66

See above, footnote 56.

Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011

45

Swiss American Historical Society Review, Vol. 47 [2011], No. 3, Art. 10
Adventures in North America According to My Own Experiences
39

terribly hot. The bare cliffs were glowing like bricks, and we had no
water, so I feared loosing all my dogs. One of them had already his four
paws burned on the hot stones. I put him on my horse and the little black
one who was my darling and for whom I had been offered 200 dollars
in the back of my saddle. The other two got their paws covered with
rags. Now we were walking around and searching for water. Finally we
reached a gorge and found a hole four feet deep. We drank and took also
a bath. Than we continued our trip and luckily met up with our young
partner again who had chosen another way. We rested under the open
sky. The next day, it was on June 20, we reached Buhlsgin [Bullskin].67
This was a beautiful valley with excellent pasture.
My partner went a stretch ahead to reconnoiter where we would
have water for the evening while I stayed with the sheep. Suddenly
a man approached me, and I was surprised to see a human being in
this lonely place. He asked me if I planned to stay overnight with my
sheep. I told him that we would soon move on. The man warned us
about grizzly bears that were in living in this area what I didn't really want to believe; I thought that he wanted us to leave because of
the pasture since he was living with a herd in the area. From here we
came to Bornne Monnteens [Burney Mountains] .68 A little river was
flowing through the valley. On both sides there was a high mountain,
the one covered with a glacier, the other one was an extinct volcano.69 We lived our first cold night since we left Sacramento. After
having set our night lodging, we slaughtered a fat sheep. Nearby
was an Indian settlement, a so-called "Kembt" [Camp], where many
red skins were living. One Indian came to see us, and I gave him the
liver, the lung and the head of the sheep. He took this to his camp,
67

Probably Bullskin Ridge in Shasta County, named for a saloonkeeper so
nicknamed; see Erwin Gudde, California Place Names. The Origin and Etymology
of Current Geographical Names (Berkley, California: University of California Press,
1969, 42). [A revised version is William Bright, 1500 California Place Names. Their
Origin and Meaning. Berkeley, California: University of California Press, 1998.]
68
Possibly Burney Falls, named after a Samuel Burney of Scottish origin; ibid.
43.
69
Probably a reference to Mt. Shasta, 14,161 (4,316 m), named after the Shatasla
people of the region, and to Lassen Peak, 10,457 ft. (3,187 m), a volcano that last
erupted between 1914 and 1921. It was named after Peter Lassen, a Dane, who went to
California in 1840; see Robert Hixson Julyan, Mountain Names (Seattle, Washington:
The Mountaineers, 1984), 186-187.
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and then came back and took all the entrails we had thrown away.
The next morning after breakfast we saw a herd of sheep behind us.
The shepherd told us that last night he had lost six sheep to a grizzly.
After 51 days of exhausting moves 70 we came again to an Indian
lodging and found again many springs and grass in abundance. In some
places it grew so lavishly that one could tie it down over the back of a
horse. The same day my companions had moved ahead for four miles
further to reconnoiter. I was alone that night and prepared my resting
place by three fir trees. I wanted to go to sleep, but the wolves were
howling in the surrounding woods so that I couldn't rest and also
because our dogs always answered them. In the morning, I entered
an Indian hut. Nobody was there. In the center I saw an opening, a
kind of a cellar hole. There was ladder made from willows. I climbed
down about twelve feet. I couldn't understand for what purpose that
cave was used. In the hut I put three stones together and prepared my
breakfast.
Then came an Indian in long strides. He had about 100 arrows
in a coyote skin on his back and sat down while I was cocking. He
made me understand that he was hungry so that I gave him a large
slice of bread for which he thanked me with a kind nod. We couldn't
understand each other by talking. The next day another one came who
locked different but who talked to me in English. We were glad to be
able to understand each other. He was the second Chief named Jan
who ruled the Indians living in the area. I asked him why at this time
nobody was living there, the place was so beautiful. He told me that
the Indians owned two huts, in summer one along the rivers where
men could fish and women dig for roots, and in winter one on high
ground where they were safe from the rivers going over the banks.
Then I had him explain to me the particular character of the cave in
this camp. He told me that this hole was a "sweat lodge." It was heated
by a fire, then the Indians would sit in it until they sweated and thus
were cured from all kinds of ailments. These are strange sweat cures,
but if only they work. So I became known among the Indians and went
from camp to camp.
70
It seems that the herd had moved some 160 miles northward from Sacramento,
about three to four miles per day, through the valleys of the Cascade Mountains.
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The work of the Indians, as mentioned above, consists of hunting
and fishing. 71 The women dig for roots and collect the seeds from certain blades of grass, wild fruits, plums, berries, etc. When they dig for
roots, they carry a large, open basket on their back and as a tool use a
five-feet long stick to dig out the roots, and then they throw them over
their shoulder into the basket. In the evening, when they come back to
the camp, the roots are ground between two stones to a mush and then
eaten. During the meal they put their fingers into the mush and lick it.
They put the leftovers on hot stones and dry it like zwieback. When
they have gathered a certain amount, they take it to the winter camp. To
prepare meat an earth hole serves as frying pan and cooking pot. The
fire will be extinguished, the ashes are taken out, the meat is put on a
layer of green twigs and then covered with the same material. Ash and
earth are put over the whole and fire on top. This is probably the largest
cooking pot around.
Once I came to a camp when a roasted raccoon was taken out.
The Indians invited me to share the meal and I accepted at least to taste
the roast. Despite the fact that due to lacking flatware we ate with unwashed fingers, I found the meat very tasty. I just missed the salt. The
Indians call their wives Heele, the women their men Bog. The women
of the Indians are called Sgwa [squaw]. I will now end my stories about
Indians because if I were to continue telling them, the friendly women
readers might in the end dream about the redskins, and I don't want to
be blamed for that, if-etc., but I do want to add some other experiences
I had in California, and some observations about it.
Once I was tending 2,600 sheep near the city of Sacramento. They
could wander all over the whole city because there were no yards and
the grass was no good for haying because it was salt-grass.72 But the
sheep like it and do well by it. I had to wait for 600 heads, and when
71

For a concise sketch of the indigenous culture see Christa Landert, ed., Heinrich
Lienhard. "Wenn Du absolut nach Amerika willst, so gehe in Gottesnamen," second
edition (Ztirich: Limmatverlag, 2011, 14-15). A useful alphabetically arranged survey of
the some 500 indigenous groups, numbering about 300,000 people in 1800 reduced by
killing to some 30,00 by 1870, is Barry M. Pritzker, A Native American Encyclopedia.
History, Culture, and Peoples (New York: Oxford University Press, 2000, 112-161).
The groups were small, of diverse size, and self-contained, comparable to communes of
Swiss valleys.
72
Salt-grass refers to grass that grows in soil rich in alkali or having a high
percentage of sodium.
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they arrived I left immediately for the wilderness because there the
pasture is free. But my animals had scattered widely, ran around the
houses, and only with much effort I could them get going. Thus I
prayed the "wooden Our Father" that shepherds, goatherds, carters,
and cowherds know by heart better than any professor, and I didn't
think that I might offend someone. Then a homeowner came running
out, held a rifle in his hand and shouted: "At my home no one may
swear, or I shoot him dead!" I eyed the man from top to bottom and
thought: "Yes, with your rifle you just look like it, a good Christian,
you rascal," and then I took off.
Various Observations

In California one may find all types of climate as it were, just as
one would want them. In the regions of Santa Rosa, Santa Barbara,
Santa Cruz, San Diego, etc. there is eternal spring. It is also like that
in San Francisco. In summer one may sit there the whole day in the
sun, and one doesn't feel too much heat in the least, just as much as
is comfortable for people and as it feels good. But in summer, if only
during the night, it is so cold that one may wear winter clothes. The
main streets are also so crowded with people taking walks that one has
sometimes to stand still and wait until it becomes possible to move on.
In winter, days as well as nights are likewise lovely and warm. It is
furthermore a nice place for people afraid of storms because thunder
and lighting do not happen unless Swiss or Swabians are thundering
there, while on occasion they might even hail [come to blows]. If we
come to Sacramento, which lies about 100 miles northeast towards
Nevada, there the summers are very hot and in winter there is some
frost. Grass and vegetables grow all winter long, and the early potatoes are planted already in January. Further north towards Oregon we
can find areas where snow falls up to 6 feet deep. In southern California rainy days end in April. Then there isn't any rain until about the
end of October and sometimes not until Christmas. In summer rainy
days may happen just once in twenty years. Rain at that time damages
pastures and crops enormously.
In Calaveras County, 80 miles north of Sacramento I saw four
trees of which the smallest had a diameter of 22 feet, the largest of 33
feet. Their height was 400 feet and their bark was two feet thick. This
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must be some kind of larch because they aren't real fir trees. 73 There
is an inn installed in one of those trees, and from Mokelumne Hill 74 a
road of 30 miles has been built, because many people make a pilgrimage to these giant trees to admire them. It was probably Adam who had
planted those. In general the vegetation of California is very abundant.
I saw strawberries there the size of an egg and pumpkins weighing
over two hundredweight. In Humboldt County potatoes grow so large
that one can buy 100 pieces a hundredweight by the wagonload. Twopound potatoes aren't rare at all. They are inside a bit hollow, but still
very tasty.
The Palace Hotel in San Francisco was completed in 1877 .75 It is
seven floors high. Underneath the hotel there is a street. It is built of
stone and iron. The guests of the hotel may, as they want, either walk to
their rooms or take an elevator that is very comfortably equipped with
upholstered seats and is moved by a steam engine (today probably electrically). It rides all day long from the bottom to the top of the house.
The roof is flat and there are flower gardens and pleasant walkways. The
whole palace is equipped with an excellent water distribution system.
It is one of the largest hotels in the world. It has more than 2000 halls
and rooms. It was built by Mr. Kossen, the president of the bank of California. He took all the money for the building from the bank. It came
to it that the bank had to stop payments and nearly failed. The builder
lost his head about it, and drowned himself. The hotel palace is a real
mountain, and it cost many millions of dollars.
It is astonishing what human hands can achieve in a short time. In
1849 there wasn't a single house in San Francisco, and now you can see
a town with a quarter million inhabitants from all nations. The town is
built on uneven and hilly ground, the streets are broad and beautifully
arranged. Important businesspeople establish themselves there, and all
73
Hanselmann probably refers to the sequoias of the Sierra slopes, the giant
conifers of central California, some of which are perhaps 2000 years old. They are
named after Sequoiah (ca. 1770-1843), a Cherokee silver smith and scholar, who created
a syllabary of 85 characters for the Cherokee language. For a biographical sketch see
Carl Waldman, Biographical Dictionary of American Indian History to 1900 (New
York: Facts on File, 2001, 342-343).
74
The place "developed as a mining camp in 1848 and became one of the
important centers of the southern mines;" Gudde, California Place Names, 207.
75
See Wikipedia, "The Original Palace Hotel (1875-1906) [of San Francisco],"
also called the Bonanza Inn, with picture and further details.
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the time astonishingly much is being built. San Francisco is a healthy
city and is visited only once in a while by smallpox and scarlet fever so
that sometimes someone gets an uneven face. What does it matter? The
town, too, is uneven. The inhabitants grow very old there and many may
reach 80 or 90 years.
The Story of Pastor Calleg
Now I will tell you a story about a clergyman. For twenty years,
Mr. Calleg76 had been a minister in San Francisco. He was much respected as such and also as a citizen. Calleg's parents were German,
but he was born in America. This gentleman had an evil enemy. He was
the editor of the newspaper San Francisco Chronicle. He spread many
vulgar slanders about Calleg's mother in his newspaper. Then came the
time when state elections had to take place in the city. Here it is customary that candidates are put on a list some time before Election Day
because on that day only those can be elected who were listed in time.
The presidential candidates were announced publicly half a year before
Election Day. Because the minister was a popular and capable man, the
working class proposed him as mayor and he was immediately put on
the list. Editor Jung was awfully bitter about this proposal.
One month before Election Day he had his horse carriage readied
and was taken to Calleg's house. Then he sent someone from the street
to the house to tell Calleg that there was a lady in front of the house who
wanted to talk to the minister. Calleg rushed out and approached the
carriage. Jung drew his revolver and fired two shots so that Calleg fell
to the ground right away. Thousands of people arrived within minutes;
they overturned Jung's carriage, pulled him to the street, and stamped
his body with their feet. Only with much effort was the police able to
76
Isaac Smith Kalloch (10 July 1832 - 9 December 1887) served as San
Francisco's 18 th mayor from 1 December 1879 to 4 December 4 1881. He was a
native of Maine and a Baptist minister. When he ran for mayor of San Francisco, he
was attacked by the San Francisco Chronicle editor-in-chief Charles de Young who
accused the minister of having an affair, while Kalloch claimed that Charles' mother
was running a brothel. Charles DeYoung ambushed Kalloch and shot him twice, but he
survived and was elected mayor. On 23 April 1880, Kalloch's son Isaac Milton Kalloch
entered the Chronicle building and killed Charles DeYoung, but was later acquitted by
a partisan court. See Carl Nolte, "134 Years of the Chronicle," San Francisco Chronicle
(16 June1999); retrievable in Wikipedia article the "San Francisco Chronicle."
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wrest the victim from the furious crowd and to put him in jail. A rich fellow was however able to set Jung free by posting bail of 10,000 dollars.
Thus Jung was free until his trial, but tried again to trouble the Calleg
family.
Mr. Calleg was under medical care, and a bullet could be extracted
from his body. In the meantime Election Day arrived and Calleg was
unanimously elected mayor although he still had a bullet in his body
and was between life and death. When Jung didn't leave the mayor-elect
alone and attacked him even more viciously than before, Calleg's son
went to Jung's office and fired at the fierce opponent five shots of which
the last one did the fiend in. Afterwards the crowd stormed the office
and wanted to destroy it. But hundreds of policemen were at hand. Calleg's son was understandably arrested, but the people judged his deed
of revenge in his favor because he was highly respected like his father.
I do not know what penalty he received, but hopefully the court decided
on a mild sentence.

About Mexicans
The Mexicans who once owned California are remarkably skilled
in throwing lassos. They ride small horses they call ponies. With these
they can catch the wildest bulls as well as a bear. The lasso is made of
twisted leather strips. There are also those made of hemp. A lasso is
about 40 feet long fixed at the knot of the saddle. When the Mexicans
want to catch something, they mount the pony and prepare the lasso by
wrapping it around their hand. At the end of the lasso is a loop that can
be tightened, and then the ponies are driven on and they rush off with
astonishing speed. The wild oxen are however not lazy either when they
sense the danger. Once the rider has caught up with the ox to a distance
of about 15 or 20 steps, he whirls the lasso three or four times around
and lets it fly. As soon as the ponies are aware that the ox has his horns
caught in the lasso they stem their legs because they might sometimes
be dragged on the ground.
If one wants to catch a bear, three to four men are required. If
they meet a bear in a forest or on rocky ground and if the animal can
be driven into open land where the ponies can run, the bear is lost. One
man behind the other, the hunting party chases after the bear. If the first
one fails in his throw, there is a second one, and so on. The lasso is rehttps://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/10
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readied during the gallop. When a bear has the lasso around his neck
and tries to attack the pony, the pony gallops faster than the bear is able
to follow. With lightening speed the other three throw their lassos, then
they have him in the middle, and his end is then no more far away.
About Gold Digging77
In the year 1848, 25 men traveled from New York to California.
They had heard that gold had been found there, and they wanted to try
their luck. When they sailed along the Mexican coast, they stopped at a
small town to get drinking water. They saw a brickyard, and one of the
group named Gehn was observing curiously how bricks were formed.
The owner of the brickyard now asked him, whether he was somehow
familiar with the business. Gehn answered that he was a professional
brick maker and had worked since his youth in his father's brickmaking business. The owner proposed to him to stay as a manager
and offered him a daily wage of 20 dollars and free lodging. But Gehn
didn't accept this tempting offer; the greed for gold drove him with
the others to the gold country California. They went aboard again and
landed at the "golden gate" where San Francisco is today. At that time
the town had not yet been founded. The first four houses had been manufactured in Hamburg and were transported with great difficulties to
the place. These are two storey houses that could be disassembled like
double chests and then reassembled again. Today it is a dwelling for
professionals. At that time the entrance to the port was so narrow that

77

This section is a partly wrong, partly oversimplified sketch of events and
personalities, especially of John August Sutter (1803-1880). It may serve, however, as
an example of how things were reported to a rural audience. A recent study of Sutter
is Albert L. Hurtado, John Sutter. A Life on the California Frontier. New Haven:
Yale University Press, 1988. Of central documentary importance is C. Landert, ed,
Heinrich Lienhard; he was a witness to the events, including the discovery of gold and
its immediate effect; see especially pp. 531-574; on Sutter passim, esp. after p. 384.
Valuable is also Mary Grace Paquette, The Adventures of a Young Swiss in California.
The Goldrush Account of Theophile de Rutte (Sacramento, California: Sacramento
Book Collectors Club, 1992). Paquette views the text as "perhaps the best" of accounts
in French. Rutte, born 1826 in Sutz-Lattrigen, Canton Bern, as Gottlieb Rudolf van
Riltte, and attracted by the gold discovery when in Brazil, describes the events from the
perspective of a businessman and honorary Swiss Consul. He returned to Switzerland
in 1856, residing at Chardonne, Ct. Vaud where died in 1885.
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two ships couldn't pass at the same time. But near the port was a fort,
called Sutter's Fort. At the beginning of the eighteen forties a citizen
from the Aargau called Sutter had arrived in California, and he became
the discoverer of the goldmines. We will see in an instant how that happened. With a three-master Sutter had crossed the seas and settled on
the California coast. There he diverted two mountain brooks, the Ben
and the Foder River into a canal in order to get the force needed to drive
a sawmill. When digging the canal, the first gold was found. Because
of this discovery, Sutter became the best-known and beloved man in
California. North America rewarded him an annual pension of 10,000
dollars, but he died before he could enjoy them. His two sons became
well-respected lawyers.
When those 25 New Yorkers came to Sacramento, the town had already been founded by the Mexicans. (Today, the town does not belong
to Mexico any longer; the Mexicans had to cede the states of California,
Arizona, New Mexico, and Texas as an indemnity to the North Americans in an unfortunate war. 78 Three citizens from Wattwil participated
in the fight, two named Leuthold and the brother of bailiff Mr. Feurer.)
Good luck favored the 25 gold seekers. Their efforts succeeded to their
great satisfaction. But also here the saying became true: "It is an ugly
trait of life that besides roses there are always thorns." It attracted the
nearby living Indians. In order to secure the gold, a fort with firing slits,
walls, and trenches had to be built. The digging of gold was begun in
groups of six men. One of them was a cook, but he of course had part
in the profit of the day. The men cooked and slept in low wooden huts.
Always some of them had to be on guard, the Indians often attacked.
When a group of gold thieves came into view, the men left pickaxe and
shovel, retreated to the fort, and shot at the enemy. Each also carried his
78
The 1846 war between the United States and Mexico, a climax of a decade-long
conflict, is controversial and is featured in many works; a recent survey with documents
is David S. Heidler and Jeanne T. Heidler, The Mexican War (Westport, Connecticut:
Greenwood Press, 2006). Earlier contrasting interpretations are presented by Ramon
Eduardo Ruiz, The Mexican War. Was It Manifest Destiny? (New York: Holt, Rinehart
and Winston, 1963). Some see the war as a result of Mexican intransigence, some as
a war of illegal annexation by force after a series of failures to achieve objectives by
negotiation and purchase. The war resulted in a one third increase of the size of the
United States. Albert Gallatin (1761-1849), American political leader, diplomat, and
scholar born in Geneva, wrote an incisive and widely disseminated critique of the war,
titled Peace with Mexico (New York: Bartlett and Welford, 1847).
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own weapons in order to be able to defend himself in case of a sudden
attack. In this claim, gold dust was found in large amounts in the size of
pinheads, but there were also gold pieces in soft rock. This was crushed
in iron tubs and flooded with water. Then the gold dust was washed
out in large pans. One man threw one or two shovels of earth into the
pan and stirred them with water to a liquid mass and then shook them
out. Because gold is heavy, it settled at the bottom and could thus be
retrieved.
In the evening the workers divided up the output of the day and put
it in a safe place. I've been told that in the average per man and day the
gain was 400 to 500 francs. Some hid it in the earth in order to have it
in a safe place. Gehn told me that one worker hid his gold in the latrine
behind the hut, where obviously nobody was searching. Many suspicious people cruised around, that one had be on guard. Soon speculation took possession of the place. Prices for food rose dramatically. One
hundredweight of flour costs 100 dollars, that is, 500 francs. The gold
miners paid with gold dust. When they came in a grocery store, the
grocer put a sheet of a newspaper on the table; the miner took his purse
and his nuggets on the sheet until the grocer was satisfied. Immigration
increased greatly. From April 12th, 1849 until January 29th,1850, 38,467
men and 1,421 women immigrated by sea alone. Chased by the greed
for gold, the farmer left his plough, the craftsman his workshop. The
goldfields reached from the lowlands up to the snow capped mountains.
Rivers were deviated in order to feed large installations for gold washing. Hills were excavated, and the sparkling material was found in the
form of millions of small grains, thin plates, and in small nuggets, these
often trapped or grown into the quartz stripes of the clay slate.
The huge mass of mud filled the rivers, water devastated the neighboring farm, and navigation was obstructed. The United States government received complaints from those who suffered from the damage,
and the miners were obliged to install huge collectors to retain the mud
and to reopen the riverbeds. All these precautions for further gold mining had been hardly realized at high cost when unexpected heavy rains
made mountain brooks to rush down, tearing with them fields and earth
and causing enormous damage.
In due time the Indians had been more and more pushed back and
the question arouse what to do with the fortress "Sutter's Fort" that was
now surrounded by hundreds of houses. Some proposed to tear it down,
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level out the trenches and use the space gained for building houses. The
majority thought better of it. The fort was let stand as a memorial to the
first days of gold mining in California and thus would remain a landmark for later generations
One of the largest American goldmines is in Nevada. The miners
work there in deep shafts. They are relieved every two hours and come
up to daylight by means of an elevator. Where are they hurrying to? To
the dance hall where girls could easily be found waiting for them. They
dance day and night and waste their rich earnings. But when one day
the veins of gold are exhausted, the entire splendor will end. The place
will become deserted because the ground isn't suitable for farming. The
gold miners will leave their frivolous life with their few belongings and
continue at another place. But California is not only a gold-land but also
a land of many other treasures. Silver, lead, copper, mercury, iron, coal
etc. are mined in large amounts. Nature seems to have truly poured out
a whole horn of plenty over this remote coastal land.
My Home Voyage

After having spent two dozen years in California, I decided to return to my home country Switzerland. I arrived in New York by the
shortest way. Several times I had read in newspapers about the "Hotel
St. Gotthard," and I thought that this must be a Swiss hotel. So I went to
that place. When I entered the dining room the landlady welcomed me
with friendly words. I answered: "The way you talk you must be from
the Toggenburg." "Yes, I am," she replied, "I am born Alpiger from Alt
St. Johann, and my husband is a citizen from the Thurgau and his name
is Staheli." We chatted most pleasantly throughout the evening, and the
next morning I boarded the ship. There I met a man who sold mattresses
and covers to passengers. I bought one and also a cover.
I didn't have the same experience as Till EulenspiegeF 9 who had
heard, that one sleeps well on feathers. The next night he lied down on
three feathers. But the following morning his back hurt, and he thought
how those people might be who had slept on many feathers! The ship
moved on and we were again swimming in salt water. After we passed
England and had reached Cherbourg, a boat came from the French fort
79
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and took on those passengers who wanted to travel via Paris to Strasburg and Basel. But I had decided to sail to Hamburg. After three days
we went through the canal into the North Sea and via the river Elbe to
Hamburg. Because it was eleven at night, we hoped to be able to stay
on board overnight because the inns in the town were all closed. But no,
we had to get off.
I joined a German who told me that he knew of an inn that was
possibly still open. We entered a large saloon that was occupied by
many journeymen. But this was not just an inferior guesthouse but a
fine restaurant that could satisfy every gourmet. I had to share my room
with a German and an Austrian. The porter checked the shirt of the latter for bugs and as he found some "slow mover" in it, he got his shirt
back only the next morning. I took the shortest way back home and went
from Hamburg via Hannover, Kassel, Frankfurt am Main, Heidelberg
and Stuttgart to Friedrichshafen on Lake Constance. How my heart beat
when I saw on the other shore the Swiss villages and the mountains of
Appenzell! Our ship crossed right away to the other side. In Rorschach
I had time to change my German money at customs. In St.Gallen I hurriedly sent a telegram to my wife and informed her about my happy arrival and that I would await her the next morning by the earliest train.
I went to the Landhaus that I knew from earlier times as a Toggenburger guesthouse and found a room for the night. The next morning I
was waiting at the station for the arrival of the train coming from Wil.
The passengers went left and right, and soon I thought that there wasn't
any woman left for me. I went up and down and gave up hope already,
thinking that my wife might have missed the train and might arrive with
the next one. On the track I then saw a shy, rather portly lady, like me
looking up and down and not knowing what to do. I looked at her casually and ran on to search for my slim wife. Returning, the woman was
still standing there. Now she came towards me and asked: "Might you
be Andreas?" I was quite confused and replied: "Yes it's me, but you are
not my Susettli, are you?" "Of course that's me, what do you think?"
When had I left her 28 years ago, she was a small and slim woman. In
the afternoon we traveled together to Wattwil. On the way I asked my
wife at every station where we were; because when I had left, there was
no Toggenburg railroad.
And now, soon 17 years have passed again since I am breathing
the air of the Toggenburg and live peacefully together with my Susette.
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Many bitter hours were yet waiting for me however, especially the amputation of my left arm. I learned doubly to appreciate the care of a dear
soul. But also many beautiful hours were awarded me in remembering
my stay across the Atlantic Ocean. Among the most beautiful I count the
meetings of the veterans of the American War of Secession then living
in Switzerland; they were held on 29 January 1899 and 7 July 1901 in
Lucerne and were suggested and led by Colonel Emil Frey.
It has become quiet in my little living room. Neither the surge of
the ocean nor the dull roaring of the Niagara Falls, neither the rattling
of war volleys nor the bleating of sheep reach my ears. But if before my
last journey I want to write about and to tell my beloved countrymen
what my memory has preserved about my adventures in the new part of
the world, one may forgive me since it has been a matter of the heart.
Should I have given some enjoyment to this or that one, I would be satisfied and it would make me happy.
"With fast a step the years go on,
And old age comes with frosty breath,
And who forgets what is bygone
Oh, him the future will too forget."
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Appendix
Meeting of the Veterans in Luzern

January 29, 1899
A gathering of Swiss veterans of the American Civil War was suggested
by Colonel Emil Frey.80 He was a Veteran of that War, having served as
major in the 82 nd Illinois Infantry Regiment, and he was taken prisoner
in the battle of Gettysburg. He returned to Switzerland where he pursued a successful career in public life. Between 1892 and 1897 he was
a Federal Councilor (Bundesrat), that is a member of the seven-member
executive branch of the Swiss Government, being in charge of the Military Department. In October 1898 Captain Casimir Muri sent out a call
to Swiss veterans of the American Civil War for a meeting in Lucerne,
placed an announcement in Swiss newspapers on January 8, 1899.
The meeting was held on January 29, 1899, when sixteen veterans met
in Lucerne.
List of Participants
Emil Frey, Colonel, Berne
Andrew Hanselmann, Wattwil, St.Gallen
Heinrich Htirlimann, Pension Faller, St.Gallen

80
Emil Frey left Jena in Germany in 1860 to fight in the American Civil War on
the Union side; he was captured at Gettysburg and held as counter-hostage under terrible
prison conditions when the North condemned a captive Confederate officer to death.
Frey survived the ordeal, returned to Switzerland, and was successful in journalism,
politics, and labor legislation. From 1888-1897, he served as diplomatic representative
of Switzerland in Washington, D.C. For a biography see Fritz Grieder, Der Baselbieter
Bundesrat Emil Frey: Staatsmann, Sozialreformer, Offizier, 1832-1922. Liestal: Verlag
des Kantons Basel-Landschaft, 1988.
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G. Kellenberger, Colonel, Falkengasse, Zurich
S. A. Lehmann S.A., Zofingen
Kaspar Milt, alt-Schmid (retired blacksmith), Glarus
Casimir Muri, Luzem
Adolf Niepagen, Davidsbodenstrasse 30, Basel
Rudolf Richner, Schafsheim bei Lenzburg
Leonhard Schlumpf, Sarmensdorf
Johann Studer, Uznach
Ph. M. Dehlinger, Handlung (store owner)
Samuel Wyler, Merchant, Mellingen (Aargau)
Jakob Zahrli, Hogentalerstrasse 14, Basel,
Alois Zehnder, Eisenhandlung (iron store), Einsiedeln
After a welcome speech of Captain C. Muri, Colonel Emil Frey gave
the following address:
Comrades!
I welcome you with great joy as fellows from hard, glorious times!
More than a generation has passed since with youthful exuberance, the
heart full of enthusiasm, and disregarding the looming dangers, we have
followed the call to defend the country that had hospitably received us.
How full of hope we went to the battlefield, how solemn and earnest
we felt when for the first time under fire, how proud we were after
victory, and how our sense of honor rebelled after defeat! The war demanded tremendous efforts from us: Never ending marches on nearly
impassable roads; small rations; in winter and summer quarters a thing
unknown; in snow and wind with no other roof than a tent or the sky.
Only the truly sturdy could endure it; thousands stayed behind in a field
hospital, but many thousands have been buried on the way without ever
having seen the enemy face to face.

30

Bernadotte E. Schmitt. The World in the Crucible: 1914-1919 (New York:
Harper and Row, 1984), p. 464.
31
James Murray Luck, ed. Modern Switzerland. (Palo Alto: Society for the
Promotion of Science and Scholarship, 1978), p. 422.
32
Leroy-Beaulieu, Paul. Les Etats-Unis au XXe siecle . (Paris, 1904), xxii, 41623.
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It took four years of a bloody war until the forces of the enemy
were exhausted. Then the star- spangled banner was waving again
peacefully over the whole country, and no back of any slave had to bend
before any master between the Great Lakes and the Gulf of Mexico.
However, we are not gathered here in order to praise ourselves
or to be celebrated. I have realized that only those let themselves be
praised who need it. We don't need it. For us the fact is enough that
we were there. That is praise enough for a lifetime. Having been there
has also marked our lives, and no jealousy can take it from us. Without
boasting, we are proud of it forever. It is no mean thing to have put our
lives at risk for a great purpose. And it was a great purpose that we were
fighting for. Two sublime aims beckoned when we went into battle, to
preserve the Union and to eradicate slavery. No army has ever gone to
war for a better purpose.
We can nevertheless also appreciate our comrades in the Confederate Army. Each fought for the country whose hospitality he enjoyed,
and he did his duty. Nobody knows how better to acknowledge the courage and readiness for sacrifice of the Confederate troops than we who
saw them at work. And although we did not like the Greys then, we
respected them. But today a bond of remembering a great time is uniting
us. We have grown old and become grey, real veterans, and are ready,
the knapsack packed for the last review. We have not lived in vain.
And now let's pay our last homage to the spirits of the brave who
have lost their lives at our side on the battlefield or have passed away
since then; to the names of the heroes who led us in battle and to victory; and to the greatest among all, Abraham Lincoln!
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